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PREFACE, 


Few compilers of works of this na- 
ture have in view the good or evil that 
may accrue from them, and therefore 


deſcend into careleſſneſs, as to the 
ſubjects they colleft for this purpoſe, 


taking promiſcuouſly what may be eaſi- 
eſt acquired, without ſcrutiny, diligent 
enquiry, or being weighed. in the ſcale 
of judgment. But more depends upon 
books of this deſcription, than can be 


found upon a mere curſory retroſpett: 


Songs, in general, are not in higher 


eſteem, than as they furniſh a certain 


vehicle to convey our joy, or diſplay | 
our different aft 


ions, by the pleaſing 


rules of Poetry and Muc. Much 
deeper things may be,thought of, if we. 


conſider that productions of this ſort 


are in general the firſt Books of the 
poetic kind, that fall into the hands of 
pur youth ; nor would it be in the 

42 power 
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power of the ſtricteſt guardian or pre- 


| ceptor (even did they wiſh it) to de- 
bar them from their ufe : Now, if theſe 
contain a number of obſcene and illi- 
terate pieces, May not the conſequences 
| be very fatal to the duQtile ſtate of in- 
I} Jancy, which is always fond of adhering 
to the juvenile impreſſions, whether 
| they are of a good or evil tendency ? 
Another great and juſt objection made 
to the common Muſical Compilations 
of the preſent day, is, the many ſhocks 
that perſons of delicate and refined 
feelings experience from an inattenti- 


Ferent editors who force their mean 
productions upon the public. Simple 
Innocence, and unſuſpetting chaſtity, 


Has already appeared if there are a few 
noble and fentimental compoſitions, 


& theſe are blended with ſuch a number of 
an immoral caſt, or ſuch as are futile 
and inſignificant in themſelves, that the 
pleaſure muſt be given up; or, if they 
perſiſt in the ſearch of ſomething of 
Ahoy CM mer, 


on to the object of morality in the dif- 


cannot poſſibly be amuſed from what 


merit, it cannot be found but on the 
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ſame pages, and linked with the moſt 
deformed ſatyr. It has, therefore, been 
the ſtudy of the preſent Editor to re- 
form theſe abuſes, and furniſh ſome- 
thing that will be clear of theſe weighty 
objections, adhering to thoſe that may 
be deemed capable of giving improve- 
ment to the mind, as well as 1 
to the ſenſes; that, when the ſound has 
flitted into air, the precepts may lie 
as a kind of ſubſtance upon the under- 
ſtanding. Upon the whole; if a ſtrict 

attention to theſe particulars can be. a 


recommendation, and more in quantity 

than hitherto given, may lay any claim 

to public ſanction, he reſts his hopes of. 

_— in this undertaking; upon that 
aſis. 
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A NEW SONG. 
Sung at the Music Hart, Livereoor, , 
Oa Tueſday the 24th of March, 1789. . 


GP of unbounded pow'r, 
Whom heaven and earth adore, 


Hear our glad voice; 
Hear our united joy, 


While from their thrones on high, 
Angels reſponſive cry, 


Britons Rejoices 


Hark ! to the joyous lays, 
How the clear notes of praiſe 

Sound from the flring 
Now choral triumphs riſe, . 
Loud to the lofty ſkies, 
While ev'ry heart replies 


Ged ſave the King. 
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Pan may our Monarch prove, 
Each joy his people's love 


Let health—the gentle ſhade 
Of her white pinions ſpread, 
Long o'er his honour'a head, 
God ſave the King. 


Friendſhip and Wine. : 


UMPERS lull dull cares to reſt, 
Calm palpitation in the breaſt, 

Make friends each other kindly meet, 

And render lite's misfortunes ſweet, 


And drink to all worth drinking to; 
Friends tho* remote, in ſorrows try'd, 
Shall by our luſty bumpers thrive. 


We'll drink the wanting into wealth, 
And thoſe that langu:ſh into health; 
Th* afflicted into joy; th' oppreſs'd 
Into ſecurity and reſt, 


The brave ſhall triumph in ſucceſs, 
True lovers find kind mittreſſcs; 
Poor unregarue 2 virtue praiſe, 


And the neglected ports bayes. 


Round him can fling; 


We'll drink to all th- friends we know. 


1 
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Thus ſhall our h-aiths do others good, 
Wh. we ourtclves are what we wou'd 
Free from en , free from care, 

What would we be but what we are? 


— —— — — 


WILLIAM AD NANCY, 
A NEW SEA SONG, 
(Tune—O pour me out the ſparkling glaſs.) 
Ey Mr. Graves. 


FHE long boat's out, adieu, my love, 


Let hope your true ſh-et-anchor . 
And faithtu! love retain; 


For tho” I'm bound to foreign ſhe, 
To hear the dreadful cannon's roar, + 


We yet ſhall meet again. | 
| Wie yet fhall, Sc. 
And hark I I hear the boiſl'ring crew, 


It warms me hence, my love, adieu! 
All tears ar now in vain. 

As firm as oak. „our Wiiliam's heart, 

Tho' now with Nan he's forc'd to part, 
We yet ſhall meet again. 


AS | We yet fhall &e, 
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I To flutt'ring fools don't give your ear, 

From falſhood's fatal ſands keep clear, 
Unſhaken yet remain ; 

In virtue's ſteps thy paths purſue, 

Farewel, my Nan, ſweet girl, adieu! 


We ſoon ſhall meet 
e fron ſhall, &c. | 


WHEN THE FANCY STIRRING BOWL. 


Sung at the Beef-Steak Club, and at the 
Anacreontic Society. | | 


* 2 
* 


[Tune — Mrs. Caſey.) 


WIEN the fancy ſtirring bowl 
Wakes its wor'd of pleaſure, 
Glowing viſions gild my ſoul, | 
And life's an endleſs treaſure. , 
wy decks my waſted heart, | 
Freſh with gay defires ; 
Rays divine my ſenſes dart, | 
And kindling Hope inſpires. 
Then who'd be grave, 
I ben wine can ſave, 
The heavieſt ſoul from ſinking ; 
nd magic grapes, 
Give angel ſhapes, 
To ev"ry girl we're drinking. 


Tho' my head may ſwim, yet true 


LIVERPOOL so NOS TER. 
Here ſweet benignity and love 
Shed their influence round me; 


Gather'd ills of life remove, 
And leave me as they found me. 


3 


Still to nature's feeling; 
Peace and beauty ſwim there too, 
And rock me as I'm reeling. | 
Then who'd be grave, &: 
On youth's ſoft pillow tender truth, 
Her penſive leſſon taught me; 
Age ſoon mock'd the dream of youth, 
And wiſdom wak'd and caught me. 
A bargain then with love I knock'd 
To hold the pleaſing gipley, 
When wiſe to keep my boſom lock'd, 
But turn the key when tipſy. « ral 
Then who'd be grave, &. 
When time aſſuag'd my heated heart, 
The grey-beard blind and ſimple, 
Forgot to cool one little 
Juſt Auſh'd by Lucy's dimple, 
That part's enough of beauty*s type 
To warm an honeſt fellow ; 
And the' it touch me not when ripe, 
It melts ſtill while I'm mellow. 
| Then tube d be grave, Se. 
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If Life's a voyage, we all declaie, 


With ſcarce a port to hide in; 
tilt mav ve fo to pride or «care, 
That's not a ſea | ride i: 


Here floats my ſoul, till fa cs eye | 
Hei realms of bl:ts di\cover, | | 


Bright worlds, that fair in proſpect lie, 
| To him that's half {eas over. 
Then who'd be grave, Cc. 


SONG, Mr. Menxzpirn, AH. H. 


Of Nancy, will thou flv with me, 
Nor figh to leave the charming town; 

Can ſilent glens have charms for thee, 

The lowly cot and ruſſet gown. 
No longer drefs'd in filken ſheen ; 

No longer deck'd with jewele rare; 
Say, can'ſt thou quit the buſy fc- ne, 

Where thou wert faireft of the fir? 


Oh! Nancy, when thov'rt far away, 

- Wilt thou not caſt a wiſh behind? 

Say, can'ſt thou face the parching ray, 
Nor ſhrink before the wintry wind? 

O can that ſoft, that gentle mein, 


| 


1 


8 
* 


Extremes of hardſhip learn to bear, 
Nor, fad, regret each courtly ſcene, 


Where theu wert faireſt of che fair, 


Oh 


n! 


a — 


Whether in ſultry heats I go, 
Su by thy friendly arm; 


My foul no hardſhips can alarm, 
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Oh |! Nancy, can'ſt thou love ſo true, 
Through perils keen with me to go; 
Or when thy ſwain miſhap ſhal rue, 
I oſhare with him the pang of woe ? 
Say, ſhould diteaſe or pain befall, 
Wilt thou aſſume the nurſe's care, 
Nor whiſtful thofe gay ſcenes recall, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair ? 


SONG, Miſs Hawes. Wilten, 
( Anſwer to the foregoing Song.) 
Y 


ES, Henry, yes, with thee I'll 2 — 
Where eber thy footſteps point way, 
With thee a cot can bliſs beſtow, .4 
A filent glen can charms diſplay, 4 
If thee, in ruſſet gown I pleaſe, - 
Ruſſet is more filk to me, | 
Each courtly ſcene I'd quit with 
Nor ſeek a joy in ought but thee. 
Yes, Henry, with thee II. 
Nor ſigh 2 pleaſures _— 


Or ſhivec at the Northern 


atigues and toils are nought to me, 


leſt through the world to follow thee. 
A7 But 


— 
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Hut ſhould the ills which moſt I dread, 
Should pain or grief thy peace moleſt, 
his arm ſhould raiſe thy drooping head, 
My voice ſhould ſoothe thy cares to reft; 

No nurſe e'er taught by fondeſt love, 
Should like thy Nancy watchful be, 
Since every anxious care will prove, 


How much my joy depends on thee, 


The Hicn Mzrrirp Ractr. 


Sung by Mr. Dicnum, at the Muſic Hall, an 
the firſt night after the opening. 


GEE the courſe throng'd with gazers, the 
ſports are begun, | | 
The confuſion but hear ! I'll bet you fir? done! 
Ten thouſand ſtrange murmurs reſound far and 
near, | 
Lords, hewkers, and jockies, aſſail the tir'd ear; 
| ors gn neck like a rainbow, erecting his 
Pamper'd, prancing, and pleas'd, his head 
touching his breaft 


Scarcely ſnuffing the air, he”s ſo proud and elate, 
The high mettled racer, firſt ſtarts for the plate. 


Now 


© 1.09 ga te „„ > 
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Now Reynard's turn'd out, and o'er hedge a 
ditch ruſh, 
Dogs, horſes,and huntſmen, all hard at his bruſ 


Thro* marſh, fen, and brier, led by their fl 
prey 
They by ſcent, and by view, cheat a long t 


dious way; 


While alike born for ſport, for the field, and tl 


courſe, 


Always ſure to come thro' a ſtaunch and fleet 
horſe, 


"_—_ fairly run down, the fox yields up his 
reath, 
The high mettled racer, is in at the death. 


Grown aged, done up, and turn'd out of the Aud 

Lame, ſpavin'd, and d wind-gall'd but yet with 
ſome b 

While knowing poſtillions his ** trace, 

Tell the dam won this ſweepſtakes, his father 
that race, 


And what matches he run to the hoſtler count 


o'er, 


As they loiter their time at ſome hedge aleboutl 


door . 


While the harneſs ſore galls, and ſpurs his ſides 


goad, 


The high mettled racer's—a hack on the rc 
*Till 
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Till at laſt having labour'd, drudg'd early and 
late, { fate, 
Jowed down by degrees—he bends on to his 
lind, old. lean, and feeble, he tugs round a mill 
r draws fan'—'cill the ſand of his hour glaſs 
ſtands ftil] : | 

nd now c 1d and lifeleſs, expoſed to the view, 
n the very fame cart which he yeſterday drew, 
bile a pitying crowd his fad relick ſurrounds, 
he high mettled racer—is ſold for the hounds, 


S ON. 
The Roſy Fair. 


ARE, my ro fy nymph of May, 
And with be Colin cariy ftray, 

To taſte the new morn air, 

The lark his tuneful notes hath rung, 

To hai! you with a bridal ſong ; 

Il Thenriſe my Rosy Fair. 


T welve moons are paſt this May-day morn, 

Since you beneath the white blown thorn 
Avow'd to me, | ſwear, 

That this ſame hour you'd kindly yield ; 3 

By ev'rv flow'r that dect the field, 

| You vow'd my Rosy FAIR, 


No 


* 
» — 
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ung by Mr. Arrowſmith, at Fr eemaſons Hall. | 
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No longer then ſuch bliſs deny. 
But with yout Colin's ſuit comply, 
That he may ever wear 
That gentle, kind, and wiſhed-for chain, 
Which is to bind your Colin's ſwain, 
My charming Rosy FAIR. 


The Nymph ſhe haſten'd to her love, 

Vith joy he led her to the grove, 
And fragrant was the air; 

The linets tuneful perch'd the ſpray, 

And warbled forth their dulcet lay 
To hail the Rosy FAIR. 


Then ſoon they join'd the rural train, 
In ſportive dance they tripp'd the plain, 
To Hymen's temple, where 
The golden chain, connubial band, 
To Colin bound the lilly hand 
Of his ſweet Ros Fair. 


THE SOLDIER's JOY. + 
A NEW $SONG. 


W HEN dread Bellona ſounds to arms, 

And fills the wor d with loud alarms, 
Pleas'd to the field the ſoldier byes, | 
While terror flaſhes from his eyes; 


Ag The 
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he foe in glittering ranks appear, 

he trumpets ſound, the battle's near ; 
hen glory does each mind employ, 
For glory is the ſoldier's joy. 


But let the rage of battle ceaſe, 

and the ſhrill trumpet ſound for peace; 
hen tit'd beneath the ſpreading ſhade, 
he ſoldier and his arms are laid; 

No foe finds place within his mind, 

To al) alike he now is kind; 

[He is a friend where none annoy, 

For friendſhip js a ſoldier's joy. 


When crown'd with laurels home he comes, 
The trumpet mute, and mute the drums: 
When virgins touch the trembling lyre, 
And ſongs of tenderneſs afpire ; 

When Venus leads her blooming train, 
And love and beauty grace the plain, 

No thoughts of war his mind employ, 

For beauty is a ſoldier's joy. 


When Bacchus crowns the roſy bowl, 
And mirth makes happy every ſoul. 
The ſportive tale, the ſong, the jeſt, 
Alternate vibrate in his breaſt ; 

He joins with Bacchus, Momus too, 
The bowl or bottle to purſue? 
What can his happineſs deſtroy, 

Since drinking is a ſoldier's joy? 


SONG, 


YO „„ 9 „4„ͤ4„70ů oe” - ——— ñꝶͥ̃m̃ — —-—V— — — — — 
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Ile that will not, I'm ſure, tho' he looks like 


ea 
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A DRINKING SONO. 
Tune— Puſh about the briſk bew!. 
COME let us begin, for the clock has ſtruck 


ten, 
Leave fooling, and take off vour glaſs, 


a man, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs, 
Deferves to Le recken'd an afs. | 


Then let us be jovial and drink, ing and 
laugh, | 
Let meagre deſpair figh, alas ! 
Fill the bumper, and he that drinks up but the 
half, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


Take your glaſſes in hand, a fig for each elve; 
Give the toaft of ſome fav'rite laſs : 


We'll pledge it, and he that does ftart before 


twelve 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


Come give us a ſong, that is ſtock'd well with 
un | 
Our time let it merrily paſs: 
Be merry, I ſay, he that ſtarts before one, 
Deferves to be reckon'd an aſs. - 


Here 
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Here, free from our cares, let us pleaſure pur - 


ſue 
Lock e money 28 nothing but braſs; 
Come ads, drink about, he that ſtarts before 
two 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


Who rules will preſcribe for ſuch ſpirits as we, 
hei ſcheming is all but a farce ; 


Whilſt I1quor enough he that ſtarts before 


three 


Deſerves co be reckon'd an aſs. 


2 
$S ON G, Giordani. 
Sung by Miſs Har wonop at the Mufic Hall. 


M. 8 Goddeſs in the fatal hour 
+ ( ave Love? the miſchief making boy; 
Who, who is he whoſe tvrant pow'r 
Robs all the world of all its joy; 
Is he of downy pleaſure bred, 
Did hen beds of roſes lay, 
With honey dew be tancy bred, 
. His beaut es op'ning to the cay ? 
No, no, from f tna's entrails torn, 
* re fi ce than, tvgers on the plain, 
ct in forme, in thunder born, 
42 rages like the ſtormy main. 


SONG. 


ww 
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CANZ ONE, Travers. 
Sung by Mr. Menzpirn at the Mufic- Hall. 


HASTE, my Nannette, my lovely Maid, 
Haſte to the bower thy ſwain has made; 


For thee alone I made the bower, 


And ſtrew'd the couch with many a flower, 
None but my fheep ſhall near us come ? 
Venus be prais'd, my ſheep are dumb. 
Great God of Love, take thou my crook, 
To keep the Wolf from Nanneite's flock.” 
Guard thou the ſheep to her ſo dear, ny 
My own, alas ! are leſ my care. 
But of the Wolf if thou'rt afr-id, 

Come not to us to call for aid; 

For with her ſwain my love ſhall ſtay 

Tho' the Wolf trol. * the * 2% 


$0 HU. 
Invecation to Cupid ! 
Written by Mr. Bincu. 
LET Virtue ſoothe the hoary (age, 
Let wine the gay inſpire : 
Me ſofter numbers now engage, 
To Cue: p ſtrike the yre ! 
Him, of immortal birth, I ſing, 
Fair Venus? beauteows boy 
Who tun'd Apolio's tav'rite fir: ung, 
And wak'd the world to joy. 
With 


16 THE NEW 


With burniſh'd bow and venom'd ſpear, 
Olympus owns his ſway ; 
Who caus'd the mighty thund'rer there 
| To ſigh his hours away. 


In vain we ſtrive his pow'r to fly, 
Too ſure he aims his dart ; 
He revels in the brighteſt eye 
And warms the coldeſt heart. 


O, cou'd thoſe eyes my numbers move, 
To comfort as they wound; 
My whiteſt xid THou Go or Love ! 
Should on thy ſhrine be bound! 


Or quit the throne of Flavia's eye, 
 OrgFlzvia's heart ſubdue : 
r grant at leaſt the power to fly 
9 Where Flavia can't purſue. 


— 


„ 


A NEW BALLAD. 
By Mr. T. Goopwin. 
(Tune—la infancy our hopes and fears) 


YE village lads and laſſes, now 
To greet the feſtive day, 
While flow'ry chaplets grace each brow, 
Salute the queen of May, 
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The rural goddeſs ſits enthron'd, 
By fair Aurora's fide, 


The ftars in rays of light are 3 4. 4 


And Sol's bright beams preſide. 


The feather'd choir their plaudits Gag; 
On each embloſlom'd thorn, - 

In grateful ſong they hail the ſpring, 
And uſher in the morn,” -. 
While ſmiling nature treaſur'd ſtores 

Proſuſely ſcatter'd round, 
Gay Flora ſpreads her faireſt flow'rs, 
Where verdure paints the' ground. - 


The moſſy bank once clad in ſnow, 
Now ſhines in gaudy trim; 

Again the purple violets blow, 
To deck the fountain's brim. 

Then, villagers, come, all be gay. 


Vour fleeting hours i N SIE 


Ariſe, and hail the queen of May,” 
Whoſe phalanx yields to love. * 9 


L — + 1 
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Believe the cart you. e * 


Believe my vows to you. Gacere, | 
Or Peggy, I'm 1 


—w 


! 36. 
-» 
* 


. * 
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fighs, in tears, 50 berg | 
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You ſay l' m fickle, apt to | 
wid ev'ry face that's _—_— 
Of all the girls I ever ſaw, 
I ne'er lov'd one like you: 


My heart was once a flake of ice, 
Till thaw'd by your bright eyes: 

Then warm'd and kindl'd in a trice, 
A flame that never dies: 


Then take and try me, and you'll find, 
A ſwzin that's kind and true, 

Of all the girls I ever ſaw, 
I ne'er lov'd one like you. 


Advice to @ Lover. | 
(CEASE, fond Damon, ceaſe to languiſh, 
Ceaſe thy wayward fate to moan ; 
Soothe thy heart-enthralling anguiſh, 
| Flavia may be ſtill thy own. 


Let not Flavia's frowns affright thee ; 
Clouds may dark the ſolar ray 

Tho' ſhe no may ſeem to flight thee, 

Time will chaſe the clouds away. 


Storms make ocean's water purer, 
Tho? they fill che ſoul with fear: 
Flavia's coy—if Ybu endure her, 
She may yet thy heart endear. 


„ 
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Ceaſe, fond Damon, ceaſe to languiſh, 
Ceaſe to nurſe corroding woe; 

Hearts which never felt an anguiſh, 
Never can a rapture know. 


S ON G. Hook. 
Sung by Miſs Haxwoop at the Muſic Hall. 


WIEN rural lads and laſſes gay, 
Proclaim the birth of roſy May, 

When round the May-pole on the green, 

The ruſtic dancers all are ſeen 

*T was there young Jockey met my view, 

His like before 1 never knew, 

He pip'd ſo ſweet and danc'd fo gay, 

Alas! i he ſtole my heart away. | 


At eve, wheri cakes and ale went round, 
He plac'd him next me on the g 
With harmleſs mirth, and pleaſing jeft, 
He ſhone more bright than all the reſt, 
He talk'd of love, and preſs'd my band, 
Ah! who could ſuch a youth 
Well pleas'd. 1 heard what he cou'd ſay, 
Alas he talk'd my heart away. 
And he pip'd fo ſweet and danc'd ſo gay, 
Alas! „— — 4 
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He often heav'd a tender ſigh, 

While rapture ſparkled in his eye, 

So winning was his face and air, 

It might the coldeſt heart enſnare, 

But when he aſk'd me for his bride, 

I promis'd ſoon, and ſoon comply'd, 

What nymph on earth could ſay him nay, 

His charms muſt fteal all hearts away, 
And he pip'd ſo ſweet and danc'd ſo gay, 
Alas! he ſtole my heart away. 


S ON. 


H*® W heavy the time rolls along, 
Now Julia is out of my fight! 
How dull is the nightingale's ſong, 
That formerly gave ſuch delight! 
The meadows that ſeemed ſo green, 
Now loſe all their verdure of May ; 
The cowſlip and violet are ſeen 
To droop, fade, and wither away. 


Bright Phoebus no longer can pleaſe, 

ay proſpects no longer can charm 
E'en muſic affords me no eaſe, 

The” wont ev*'ry paſſion to calm: 
My flocks too diſorderly ftray, 

And bleat their complaints in my ear ; 
No more they leap, frolic, and play, 


But ſad, like their maſter, appear. 


But, ah! if my Julia were ſeen, 
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My lambs they'd rebound on the plain; 
Each flow'ret wou'd ſpriug on the green, 

And nigh tingale's charm me again: 
Return then, my fair one, return, 

Your coming no longer delay; 
O leave not your ſhepherd to mourn, 

But haſten, my charmer away ! 


_ 


A New S ON G. 
HE hounds are all out and the morning 


does peep, 
Why how now, ye ſluggardly ſot? 
How can you, how can you lie ſnoaring aſleep, 
While we all on horſeback have got ? 
While we, &c, 


I cannot get up, for my over nights cup 
So terribly lies in my head, 
Beſides, my wife cries, my dear, do not riſe, 
But cuddle me longer in bed, my dear boy, 
But cuddle, &c. 


Come on with your boots and ſaddle your mare, 
Nor tire us with longer delay, 
For the cry of the hounds and the fight of the 
haare 
Will chace all dull vapours away, 


my brave boys. 
Will chace, &c 


THE NEW 
. 
Mr. BAR. 


WHILE others ftrip the new-fall'n ſnows, 
And ſteal its fragrance from the roſe, 
To dreſs their fancy's queen: 
Fain would | fing, but words are faint, 
All muſic's power's too wake to paint 
My Jenny of the green. 


Beneath this elm, beſide this ſtream. 

How oft I've tun'd the favtrite theme, 
And to'd my tale unſeen ! 

While, faithful in the lover's cauſe, 

The winds would murmur ſoft applauſe 
To Jenny of the green. 


With joy my ſoul reviews the day, 

When deck'd in all the pride of May, 
She hail'd the ſylvan ſcene ; 

Then ev'ry nymph that hop'd to pleaſe - 

Firſt ſtrove to catch the grace and eaſe 
Of Jenny of the the green. 


Then, deaf to ev'ry rival's ſigh, 

On me ſhe caſt her partial eye, 

Nor ſcorn'd my humble mien: 
The fragrant myrtle wreath I wear, 

That day adorn'd the lovely hair | 
Of Jenny of the green. 


© th. nd 
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Through all the fairy land of love 
I'li ſeek my pretty wand'ring dove, 
The pride of gay fifreen ; 
Tho? now the treads ſome diſtant plain, 
T ao? far apart, I'll meet again 
My Jenny of the green. 


But thou, old time, tiil that bleſt night 
That brings her back with ſpeedy flight, 
Melt cown the hours between ; 
And when we meet, the loſs repay, 
On loiteting oy prolong my ſtay 


With Jenny ct the green. 


S O NG. 
PHYSICIANS may talk of our ills, 
| And parſons look wonderous grave 
I bate all their ſermons and pills, 
Deſign'd for the fool and the knave. 
Then each take his glaſs, ©. 
Fill d up to the brim ; 
And toaft the dear laſs, 
Intended for him. 


For never did Bacchus of old 
Repent of his quaffing good wine; 
Nor Momus (for ſo we are told) 
At mirth or good humour repine. 
Then each take his &c, 


Dull 
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Dull ſouls the beſt liquor decline, 
And think they're undone if they taſte 
While we, my boys, live on good wine, 
And think we're undone if we waſte. 
Then each take his Cc. 


The Big Belly'd Bottle. 


TE women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſs, 

That I quit my poor Chloe and ſtick to 
my glaſs; 

But to yon men of reaſon, my reaſons I'll own, 

And if you do'nt like them, why let them alone 


Altho' I have left her, the truth I'll declare, 
I believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was 


r; 
But godneſs and charms in a bumper I ſee, 
'T hat make it as good and as charming as ſhe. 


could frown ; 
But tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine, 


Did you e'er ſee a frown in a bumper of u ine. 


Her lillies and roſes where juſt in their prime, 
Yet liliies and roſes are conquer'd by time, 
But in wine from its age ſuch benefit flows, 
That we like it the better the older it grows. 


. The 


My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles, I muſt own, 
But though ſhe could ſmile, yet in truth ſhe 


. 
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They tell me my love would in time have been 
cloyv' d, 

And that bea uty's inſipid when once *tis enjoy'd; 

But in wine I both time and enjoy ment defy, 

For the longer 1 drink the more thirſty am I. 


Let murders, and battles and hiſtory prove, 

The miſchiets that wait upon rivals in love; 

But in drinking, thank heaven, no rival contends 

For, the more we love liquor, the more we are 
friends. 


She too might have poiſonꝰ'd the joys of my life, 
With nurſes, and babies, and ſqualling and ſtrife; 
But my wine neither nurſes nor babies can bring, 
And a big- bellied bottle's a mighty good thing. 


We ſhorten our days when with love we engage 
It brings on diſeaſes and haſtens old age; 
But wine from grim death can it's votaries ſave, 


And keep out t'other leg when there's one in 
the grave. Ms q 


Perhaps, like her ſex, ever falſe to their word, 

She has left me to get aneſtate or a lord ; 
But my bumpers (regarding nor titles nor pelf) 
Will ttand by me when I can't ſtand by myſelf, 


Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain: 
She's rid of her Jover and I of my pain; 

F or in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpyy 
Should you doubt what 1 fay, take a bumper 


and try, 
SONG: 
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WHEN firſt upon your tender check, 
I ſaw the morn of beauty break, 
With mild and cheering beam, 
I bow'd before your infant ſhrine ; 
T he earlieft ſighs you had were mine, 
And you my darling theme. 


I faw you in that opening morn, 

For beauty's boundleſs empire born, 
And firſt confeſs'd your ſway ; 
And ere your thouphts, devoid of art, 
Cou'd learn the value of a heart, 

I gave my heart away. 


T watch'd the dawn of ev'ry grace, 
And gaz'd upon that angel face, 

While yet *twas ſafe to gaze; 
I fondly bleis'd each riſing charm, 
Nor thought ſuch innocence could harm 
The peace cf future days. 


But now, deſpotic, o'er the plains 
The awful noon of beauty reigns, 

And kneeling crouds adore ; 
Theſe charms ariſe too fiercely bright; 
Danger and death attend the I 

And I muſt hope no more. 


Thus 


—_ 


td ta 
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Thus to the ciſing god of day, 
Their early vows the Perſians pay, 

And bleſs the ſpreading fire, 
Whoſe glowing chariot, mounting, ſoon 
Pours on their heads the burning noon ; 

They ſicken and expire. jy 


Tis time enough ſure to repine, 
When the bow! and I ſhall part; 
For whilſt in that ſuch charms | find, 
Care—l give thee to the wind, 
When with hopeleſs loye oppreſs'd, 
To thy ſhrine I oft repair; 4 
There is found both peace and reſt, 
There | baniſh gloomy care; 
Around my temples then entwine 
Ihe ſweet enchanting heav'nly vine. 


When duns and bailiffs teize my ſoul 
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Wich odious debt and odious jail z * 


Then I fondly claſp the bowl, 
And in the bottom look for bail; 
Nor look in vain—whilſt there 1 find, 
Jovial ſpirits—free and kind, © 


For 
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For when elated by their pow'r, 
No jail I fear, nor debts unpaid ; 
Jovial paſſes ev'ry hour, 
»Till their magic ſpells are laid: 
"Tis then, alas —freed from the ſnare, 
I loſe my bowl—and find my care. 


$8 O0 N G, Girdes. 
Mr. WATrERHoOUSsE, M. H. 


SHEPHE RD, wouldſt thou here obtain 
Pleaſure unallay'd with pain, 

Joy that ſuits the rural ſphere, 

Centle ſhepherd, lend an ear; 

Learn to reliſh calm delight, 

Verdant vales and fountains bright, 

Trees that nod on floping hills, 

Caves that echo tip kling rills. 


If thou canſt no charm diſcloſe, - 
Ja the ſimpleſt bud that blows ; 
Go forſake thy plain and fold, 
Join the crowd, and toil for gold; 
ranquil pleaſures never cloy, 
Baniſh each tumultuous joy, 
All but love, — for love inſpires, 
Tender wiſhes, warmer fices, 


SONG. 
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SONG. Miſs HAxwoop. Wiltem, 
EDWARD and EMMA, 


Frem Thompſon's Celadon and Amelia. 


1 dreadful ſtorm was o'er ; 
The moon led on the night; 
And on each tree and tow'r, 5 
Pour'd wice her ſil ver light: 
I ſaw a mourner ſtand, | 
Wich fix'd and weeping eye; 
He preſs'd my trembling hand, 
And heav'd a heartfelt figh---- 


« Oh ſtranger we lov'd true, 
«« But all thoſe days are o'er ; 
« The forked lightning flew ; 
% My true-love is no more - 
« To yon' ſequeſter'd glade, 
« Ah b turn thy melting eye 
“ Yee there, my lovely maid, 
« My Emma breathleſs lie 


&« I lov'd my Emma dear, | . 
« Nor did I plead in vain ! 4 
She heard my vows ſincere, | 
And deign'd to love agai — 
« To-morrow, ſhe had 8 3 "4A 
To caſe me of my pain: | 
& Each ſoft delay I blam'd : | 
Ah! wretched, wretched ſwain ! 


* Ss » 
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4 Eternal Pow'rs above, 

00 — rnhyrnne r 5 
% Great God, that kill'dſt my * | 
* Oh! kill her Edwin too!“ 


No more, alas ! he ſpoke : 
„ No more he made his moan : 


The Folly Miller. 
How happy a tate does the rhiller poſſeſs, 
_ 8 no greater, nor fears to 
. | 


On his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 
Which is better than fervilely cfinging at 


Court. 
Which i Is better, De. 


What tho he all duſty and whiten'd does go, 
The more he is powder'd, the more * 


beau; e 
dreſs may be honeſter far, * 


* 


1 truts in his garter and 


Than a ceurtier, 0 


Hie eats when he's s bungry and drinks when 
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Tho? his hands are ſo daub's they'r not it to 
be ſeen, 

The hands of his betters are not very clean; 

A palm more polite may as dirtily deal. 

Gold — will fick to the fingers like | 


f Gold in handling, Gr. 


What then, if a pudding he tos dinner he lacks, 
He · cribs without ſeruple from other men's 
ſacks ; 
In this fort cf right noble examples he brags, 
Who borrows as freely from other men's bags 
Whe borrow, &c. 


Or ſhould he endeavour to heap an eſtate, | 
In this tov he mimics the tools of ihe ftate ; 
Whoſe aim is alone their own coffers to fill, 
As all his concerns to bring grift td his mill. 
As all his Concerns, Ee. 


he's dry, 

2 when he's weary comented does 
ez 1 

Then riſes up chearful to work ant to fag 

If fo happy a _— b 

13 40 1 | haypy, 
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$S ON G 
ONE BOTTLE MORF. 
ASSET ms 8 who have hearts void 


"wi 
To ſing in ＋ * praiſes of old Ireland's iſle, 
Where true hoſpitality opens the door, 
And friendſhip detains us for one bottle more. 
One bottle more, arrah, one bottle more, 
And friendſhip derains us For one bottle 
more. 


| OI yer Sentes hor nay fi 


Ws our Tok. and one hragins, wo ate tes 
and fincere, | 


. For if but one bottle remain'd in our tore, 


We have generous hearts, to give at Crate 
more. 


In c.. in Scotia, IN fg of a fett 
Of fix Iriſh blades who had met: 
Four bottles a piece made us call for our ſcore, 
205 Ul bang we were loath to depart, 

99 d each man * 


Where ce the aft touch you know makes 
- Iriſhman roar 
And the whack from ſhilella = 


tles more. 
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Phoebus had ſhone throꝰ our window ſo 
: bright, 3 

Quize bappy to view his bleſt children of light, 


de we parted, with hearts neither forry gar 
IO.» Sage night to drink twelve bottles 

e. more. .\'4 

* — — 

3 s ON G. 

ue THE FOX CHACE, 


Sary by Mr. Incledon, at Vauxhall Gardens. 


ue | A T the found of the horn, 
| We riſe in the morn, 
Aud waken the woods as we thunder along. 


t * Yoix, yoix, tally O, 
re, And echo on echo we double the ſong. 
. * Not theſtuds of the fun ©  _.. 
irt, Our brave courſers out- run, m_ 
the Cer the mound. horſe and hound, fee us bound 
mwtcy: © n 
' Like Phœbus weriſe, wy 
q 10 the kcight ofthe Ries,. 
ll And, careleſs of danger, five bars we defy. _ 
se wakcn the woods,. & 


At 


2 


2 


ernten 


| At eve, Sir, we ruſh, 
And are cloſe to his bruſh ; 
| Already he dies —ſee him panting for breath, 
| Each feat and defeat 
| We renew and repeat, 

Regardleſs of life, ſo we're in at the death, 
| We waken the woods, &c- 


With a bottle at night, 
We prolong the delight, 
Much Trimbuſh we praiſe, and the deeds that 
were done: 
And yoix, tally O, 
The next morning we go, 8 
— Phoebus to end, as we mount with the 
un, 


A BS W424 0-0, 
IN IMITATION OF SHENSTONE., 


| FULL. well I remember the time, 
When Harriut was pride of my ſong, 
For Harriot no longer I rhyme, 
To another my ſtrains now belong. 


How oft did I load ev'ry gale, 

As it fled, wich the grief of my mind! 
How oft did I lengthen my tale 

Of Harriet as fair 25 unkind ! 


Ay 


* 
3 * 
. 
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My fond heart ſays her Image is there 

It is — but ſhe is not the ſame : 0 
Let me ceaſe then to fancy her fair, 

And loath e'en the ſound of her name. 


Henceforth ſhall reſound ev'ry grove 
With Eliza, the beauteous and young; 
I'M fing, and my theme ſhall be love, 
If Eliza but favour my ſong. 


Bluſh ! bluſh ! thou fair flow'r of the vale, 
Go hide, thou bright offspring of ſua ; 
Ye pinks and carnations grow pale, 
For Eliza your charms has out- ſhone. 


SONG. 


HA K ! hark ! the joy inſpiring horn 
Salutes the roſy, riſing morn, 
And echoes thro” the dale; 
With clam*rous peals the hills reſound, 
The hounds quick ſcented ſcow'r the ground, 
And ſnuff the fragrant gale. 


Nor gates nor hedges can impede 

The briſk high- mettl'd ſtarting ſteed, 
The jovial pack purſue; 

Like lightning darting o'er the plains, 

The diſtant hills with ſpeed he gains, 

And ſees the game in view. 


B 3 Her 
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Her path the timid hare forſakes, 

And to the copie for ſhelter makes, 
There pants awpile for breath; 

When now the noiſe alarms her ear, 

Her haunt's deſcried, her fate is ncar, 
She ſees approaching death. 


Directed by the well-known breeze, 
The hounds their trembling victim ſeize ; 
She faints, ſhe falls, ſhe dies: 
The diſtant courſers now come in, 
And join the loud triumphant din, 
Till echo rends the ſkies. 


—— — —— 


S O N G. 
By W. HavLty, E/. 
VE cliffs! ] to your airy ſteep 


Aſcend, with trembling hoje and fear, 


To gaze on this extenſive deep, 
And watch if William's ſaiis appear. 


Long months elapſe, while here I breathe 


Vain expectation's frequent pray'r ; 
Till, bending o'er the waves beneath 
I drop the icar of dumb deſpair, 
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But ſee a gliſt' ning ſail.in view | 


Tumultuous hopes ariſe : 

Tis hel feel the viſion true; 
I truſt my conſcious. eyes. 

His promis'd ſignals from the maſt 
My timid doubts deſtroy, 

What was your pain, ye terrors paſt, 
To this ecſtatic joy 


©. +» 


W INTE X. 
'A NEW SONG, 


A DIEU, ye groves, adieu, ye plains, 
All nature mourning lies: 


See gloomy clouds and thick' ning rains, 
Obſcure the lab'ring ſkies, 8 6 


See, ſee, from a- far th' impending ſtorm, 
With ſullen hafle appear, * - 
See winter comes, a dreary form, 
To rule the falling year. 


No more the lambs, with gameſome bound, 
Rejoice the gladden'd fight; 
No more the gay enamell'd ground, 
Or Silvian ſcenes delight. 


B 4 Thus 
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| Thus lovely Nancy, much loy'd maid 3 
f Thy early charms muſt f.il, 
The roſe muſt droop, the lilly fade, 
And Winter ſoon prevail. 


| Again the lark. ſweet bird of day, 
May riſe on active wing, 

rr the ſportive herds may play, 
And hail reviving ſpring. 

| But youth, my fair, ſees no return, 
| The p e⸗ſiag bubble's o'er, - 
In vain its fleeting joys you mourn, 
They fall to bioom no more. 


| Haſte then, dear girl, the time i improve, 
Which art can ne'er regain, 
In bliſsfu ſcenes of mutual love, 
| With ſome diſtinguiſh'd ſwain. 
So ſha'l life's ſpring, like jocund May, 
Paſs (ſmiling and ſerene, 
Summer and autumn glidz away, 
Aid winter cloſe the ſcene. 


8 Oo N G, Tenducci. 3 
Miſ: Hazwoop. M. H. 
1 SIGH and lament me in vain, 
Theſe walls can bu; echo my moan z 


Alas I it increaſ-s my pain N 
When 1 nn 


hrough 


r 
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Through the grate of my priſon | ſee + 
The birds how they wanton in air 3 


My heart how it pants to be fre i 
y looks they are wild with deſpair, 
Above though oppreſs'd by my fate, 
I burn with contempt for my foes, 
Tho! fortune has alter'd my ſtate, 
She ne'er can ſubdue me to thoſe ; 
Faiſe woman in ages to come, 
Thy mem'ry deteſted ſhall be 
And when we are cold in the tomb 
Some heart ſtill ſhall ſorrow for me. 


Ye roofs where cold damps and diſmay, 
In filence and ſolitude dwell, 
How comfortleſs paſſes the day, 
How fad tolls the evening bell. 
The owls from the battlements cry, 
Hollow winds feem to murmur around 
« O Mary, prepare thee to die,” 
My blood it runs cold at the found, 


s O N G. by w. Snznprons, 
Ow plezs'd within my nating bew rg, 
Erewhile I paſs'd the day ! WP 
Was ever ſcene ſo deck'd with flow'rs ? 
Were ever flow'rs ſo gay? 


B 3 | Bow 4 


| 


4 
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How ſweetly ſmi''d the hill, the vale, 
And ali the landſcape round | 
The river g'iding down the dale, | 
The hill with beeches crown's ! | 


But now, when urg'd by tender woes, | 
I ſpeed to meet my dear, 
That hill and ſtream my zeal oppoſe, 


And check my tond career. 


No more fince Daphne was my theme, 
Their wonted charms 1 ee ; | 
That verdant hill and ſilver ſtream | 
Diride my love and me. | 

| 


— ( y„ꝝ－DJH5j⁊ 
S ON G, Relfe. 


Miſs Newman, Muſic Hall. 


PHE moon had climbed the higheſt hill, 
That riſes o'er the ſource of Dee, 
And from the Eaſtern ſummit ſhed, 
Her fi!ver light on tow'r and tree: 
When Mary laid hei down to fleep, 
Her thoughts on Sandy far at fea: 
Then ſoft and low a voice was heard, 


Say Mary, weep no more for me. 


She 


de Ga tn — od 
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She from her pillew gently rais'd 

Her head, to aſk who there might be, 
And ſaw young dandy ſhiv'ring ſtand, 
With pallid cheek and hollow eye : 

O Mary dear ! cold is my clay, 

It lies beneath a Rormy ſea ; 

Far, far from thee, | ſleep in death, 
So Mary, weep no more for me. 


O maiden dear, thyſelf prepare, 

We ſoon ſhall meet upon that ſhore, 
Where love is free from doubt and care, 
And thou and I ſhall part ro more. 
Loud crow'd the cock, the ſhadow fled, 
No more of Sandy could ſhe fee, 

But ſoft, the paſſing ſpirit ſaid, 

Sweet Mary, weep no more for me, 


8 O N G. 


80s of Bacchus let's be gay, _ 
Nimbly move the chearful glaſs, 
Life is ſhort, and glides away, 
Ler it then in pleaſure paſs : 


Phoebus now may hide his light, 


dilver Cinthia ceaſe to ſhine, 


Bacchus“ rays are far more bright, 


Sparkling from the generous wine. 
Sparkling from the generous wine. 


41 
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When the nymph is coy and cold, ; 
; And puts on a (cornful air. - 


Bacchus makes the lover bold, 
Courage ever gains the fair. 

While the fool who waſtes his time, 
Trifling o'er inſipid tea; 

Ne'er can aim at things ſublime, 
Till he freely drinks {ke me, 
Till he freely drinks like me. 


SONG, Dr. Waiwwrig!s. 
Miſs Hanwoop, Mufic Hall. 


LL on the picaſant banks of Tweed, 
Young Jockey won my heart; 
Nor tun'd fo {weet his oaten reed, 
None ſung with ſo much art; 
His ſki|ful tale 
Did ſoon prevail, 
To make me fondly love him: 
But now he hies, 
Nor heeds my cries; 
| wou'd I ne'er had ſen him, 


42 Not 


9 
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Not now, my flighted face he knows, 


His ſoon forgotten deat᷑: 
To wealthier laſs, o'e:joy'd he goes, 


To breathe his falſhiobd there. 
| Miſtaken Kate, 
1 The ſwain's a cheat, 
Not for — mneoboy bim: 
For ſhim 
He's — | and ſold; 
| I wou'd I had not feen im,” 
Then all ye maidens, fly the ſwain, 
His wily ftories fun; 
Elſe you, like me, muſt ſoon complain, 
Like me will be undone. 
But peace my breaſt, 
Nor break thy reſt, 
| PII try clean to forget him: 
I ſoon ſhall ſee 
As good as he; 
I wifh | neꝰ er had ſeen him. 


TT LL 9 


SONG, Dr. Wainwright. 
Mr. Hanwood, Muffc Hall. 


Thou child of ſummer, bluſhing roſe, 
More ſweet each op'ning morn ; 
Quick as thy rich perfumes diſcluſe, 
Zy each fond _ they're borne; 
7 


| 
if 
10 : 


[ 


- 
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| At the ſad thought why heaves the ſigh ! 
That winter's chilling day 

vernal bloom deſtroy, 

thy ſweets away. 


| Aſſiſt me art, with foſt'ring care 


| 


Protect my lovely tree; 


| Its parent ſummer quits our ſphere, 


And leaves her child to thee. 
Tho' winter cloathe each hill with ſnow, 
And ev'ry ſcene deform, 


Sweet flower in all thy beauties glow, 
Nor ſhrink beneath the ſtorm. 


For this if pleaſure welcome gueſt, 
With bliſs the boſom warms ; 

What 3 ſhall ſwell his breaſt 
Who guards Clarinda's charms ; 

Pure joys unmix'd reward his care, 
Love wing*d, his moments flee : 

Nor doubts nor cares diſturb his fair, 
Alike from either free. 


A FAVORITE SONG, 
(Tune—Y7oung Colin flols my heart away.) 
HE ſhades of night were chac'd away, 

The herald lark proclaim'd the day, 


When Strephon much with love oppreſt, 
(That tyrant o'er the human breaſt) 


2A Aroſe, 
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Aroſe, and ſought the rural ſhade, 
Where Phillis firſt her charms difplay'd ; 
Where oft he woo'd, but woo'd in vain, 
The only nymph that gave him pain, 


Her cot was pleaſing to the view, 
Around the curling woodbine grew; 
Ot various hues the flow'rets 
While zephyr wafts a ſweet perfume. 
Here peace and innecence reſide, 
With ſoft content, unknown to pride, 
When Strephon in pathetic ſtrain 
Addreſs d the nymph who gave him pain. 


O Phillis, brighter than the morn ! 
Which does the radiant Eaſt adorn, 
Ariſe, 2nd all thy charms diſplay, 
And add new luftre to the day. 
O! come, and ev'ry ſcene impr 
And liſten to the voice of love; 
Treat not my paſſion with diſdain, 
The only nymph that gives me pain, 


The meads are ſmiling, all thin 
The wanton lambkins ſkip and 1.44 a 
The wood-larks ſing, the turtles coo, 
— _ ſeems inciin'd to woo. 

ut Phillis, peaceful as the dove, 
Like that is not inclin'd to love; 
She who alone can give me pain, 
With coldneſs treats her ſighing ſwain. 


B 8 SONG. 
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S O N. 


HUNTING THE NARE. 


SON n ſhepherds in uſtical roundelays, 
Formed on fancy, and whiſtl'd on reeds, 
Sung to ſolace young nymphs upon holidays, 
Are ton unworthy for wonderful deeds : 
. Sottiſh Silenus, to Phoebus, the genius, 
Mas ſent by dame Venus a ſ ng to prepare, 
In _— * coin'd, and verſe quite re- 
9 
How the ſtates divine hunted the hare. 
Stars, quite tir'd with paſtimes olympical, 
Stars and planets, that beautiful ſhone, 
Cold no longer endure, that men only ſhall 
Swim in pleaſures, and they but look on; 
Round about horned Lucina they ſwarm'd, 
And her informed how minded they were; 


Each god and goddeſs, to take human bodies, 
As lords and ladies, to follow the hare. 


Chaſte Diana applauded the motion, 

While pale Proferpine fat in her place, 
| So gui the welkio, and govern the ocean, 
hilſt ſhe conducted her nephews in chace, 
By her example, their father to trample, 

The — old and ample, they ſoon leave 

air; 

Neptune the water, and Wine liber pater, 


And Mars che laughter, to follow the hare. * 
| Young | 


| 
. 
. 


rn 


a 


| While tuneful Apolio the chace did. follow, 


Ceres with bright Cytherea, 
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Young — 4 Cupid, was mpunted on Pe- 
| Bernd of the Muſes, with kifes and 


Vers; 

stern Alcides, upon cloudy Caucaſus, 
Mounted a centaur, that proudly him bears; 

Poſtillion of the ſky, nimble-heel'd Mercury, 
Made his courſer fly as ſwift as the air; 


And whoop'd and hollow'd, boys, aſter the 
hare, 


Drown'd Narciſſus, from his metamorphoſis, 
Rous'd by echo, new manhood did take; 
Snoring Somnus upPſtarted from Cimmaries, 
*Fore, for a thouſand years he didn't 


awake ; 

There was club-footed Mulciber booted, _ 
And Pan promoted on Corydon's mare 

Eolus flouted, and Momus ſhouted, TE. 
And Pallas pouted, yet follow'd the hare. 


Hymen uſhers the Lady Aſtrea, - 
The jeft took hold of Latona the cold, | 


— 


Thetis the wanton, Bellona the bold, 
Shame-fac'd Aurora, with witty Pandora, 
And Maya with Flora did es Ire bear; 
But Juno was ſtated too high to be mated, : 

_ the hated not hunting the bare. 


Bg | Thres 
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Three brown bowls to the Olympical rector, 
The Troy-born boy preſeuts on his knee; 
Jove to Phoebus carouſes in nectar, 


And Pherbus to Hermes, and Hermes to 
me; ö 
Wherewith infuſed, I piped and muſed, 
In language unuſed, thei: ſports to declare, 
Till the houſe of Jove, like the ſpheres did 


move z 
_ all thoſe who love hunting the 


S O N S. 
By Mr. Covrv. 


O LOVELY maid, beftow one ſmile, 
On bim who fig 
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5 And if I ſhould be ſpar'd ance more, 
; My deſtin'd port to make, 
I' there ſelect, whate'er is (ſcarce, 
0 And keep them for your fake. _ 
And when my bark is laden deep, 
Me And fails loos'd to the wind ; 
1 Then homeward bound my courſe I'll ſteer, 


You, only you to find. 


5 And if I find vou then prove true, 
My conſtant care ſhall be, 
To live and Jove but only you. 
And bid adieu to ſea. 


SONG, Rauzzini. | 
Miſs Hazwoop, Mufic Hall. 


QILENT I tread this lonely wood, - 
Silent I ſhed the piteous tear ; 
No hope to cheer my drooping ſoul, 
Bereft of him I hold moſt dear: 
Still do 1 ſeek theſe dreary ſhades, 
A love-lorn maid, the village ſcorn, 
Since Henry won my plighted faith, . 
Then left me here to ſigh forlorn, < © * 


Yo 


Von moſſy bank oft times recalls 

Tne image of the blooming youth; 
1 Twas —4 he ſtole my eaſy heart, 
; | With vows of conſtancy and truth. 
WF aint from her lips her accents flew, 
| And faiutly beam'd her eye fo bright; 
She ſunk upon the moſſy bank, 
She ſunk to everlaſting night. 


A FAVORITE AIR. 
By Mr BanwisTER, in the as Reel, 


9 LD England! great in arts and arms, 
For manly worth and female charms 
Renown'd has ever been: 

nd now the care of buunteous heaven, 

Las to happy Albion given 

A gracious King and Queen : 
a their royal progeney, our blooming prof 
peQs ſmile, 
The fair poſſeſs d of every grace, 
And in the generous ſans, we trace 
he guardians of our iſle, 
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On Creſſy's plains an Edward fought, 
A captive king to London brought; 
'was there his glories ſhone : 
Tho! terrible in battle he 
Could ſhew by god-like clemency, _ 
He grac'd the wreath he won. 
Whene' er ambition tem pts the War, we 'reready 
for the field, 
To find a Creſly ſtill in France, 
A royal Frederick yields the lance, 
And holds Britannia's ſhield. 
Let Fame record Eliza's days, 
Her trumpet tune to ſongs of praiſe, 
he grand Armada ſee: 
The Lnviacible ſhe overcame, 
And Spaniſh pride was turn'd to ſhame, 
By Britons great and free. 
Old Neptune, thus exulting, to royal William 
poke, 
If women once could guard my realm, 
W hat triumph now, when at my helm 
I place a heart of oak ! My royal heart of oak 


$ O N G. 
ONCE more my lovely maid adieu, 
The topſails 4 bend; 
Through every clime I'll boaſt of you, 


1 hough far from Britiſh land. 
And 


THE NE 


And when quite ſafe I'm moor'd in port, 


Of you l' conftant think; 


Ty love ſhall be my chief ſupport, 


Whilſt hovering o'er the brink. 


And when-return'd to England's ſhore, 


To liberty and you: 


PII ſcud the raging ſeas no more, 


But love my charming Sue, 


FAIRY $SONG®GS, 
LUITIE Fairy, ſuccour lend, 


You e' er now have been a fi iend; 


When you're ſipping like a bee, 
Think, I pray you, think of me; 
You, for aid, I call upon, 

Spouſe of Mab, ſweet Oberon | 


Here me call, and cure love's ſmart, 
South the torment of my heart ; 
Cool my boſom's am'rous fire, 
Or extinguiſh all deſire: | 
Peace and joy with Damon's gone ; 
Come then, gentle Oberon 


Wy = ns. of —_ P 
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So, may acorns, full of dew, 

Every night be ſet for you; 

So, may glow-worm lift its head, 
To light where'er you wiſh to tread : 
By your art, were Damon won, 
What your praiſe, ſweet Oberon 


8 O N G. Hoek. . 
Miſs Newman, Muſic Hell. 


A DYING Thruſh young Edwy found. 
As flutt'ring in a field of ſnow, 
It's little wings wich ice were bound, 
Awhile it's heart forgot to glow, 
In eager haſte he homeward ran, 
The quiv'ring charge to me reſign'd, 
O fave it Selia if you can, 
Protect it from the wint'ry wind. 


My boſom preſs'd the trembling thing, 
And bade it's litle pris'ner live, 
But ah ! that boſom felt a ſting, 
The panting warbler ne'er could give, 
With ſweet concern young Edwy cry'd, 
Can Celia fave the dying Thruſh? 
Perhaps I ſaid—and fondly ſigh'd, | 
Which ſhame tranſplanted to a bluſh. 


He 
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He cry'd, my Celia, why that ſigh ? 
And why that bluſh ? "the bird is free, 
But pity comes in Celia's eye, 
Ah! let it fair one, beam on me, 
My heart approv'd the pleaſing claim, 
| Tho fain to hide the rebel firove, 
| For pity bore a dearer name, 
| *Twas now converted into love. 


S O N G, 
IN PRAISE OF ALE. 


Vy HILST ſome in epic trains delight, 
Whillt others paftorals invite 
As taſte or whim prevail; 
Aſſiſt me all ye. tuneful Nine! 
ra. me in the great deſign, 
To ſing of nappy ale. 


Some folks of * make a tout, 
cyder's well enough, no doubt, 

hen better liquors fail; 

But wine, that's richer, better ſtill— 

E'en wine itſelf (deny't who will) 

Muſt yield to nappy ale. 


Rum, 


3 
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Rum, brandy, gin with choiceſt ſmack 
From Hol!and brought, Batavia rack, 
All theſe will nought avail ; 
To chear a truly Britiſh heart, 
And lively ſpirits to impart, 
Like humming, nappy ale. 


Oh ! whether thee I cloſely hug 

In honeft can, or nut-brown jug, * 
Or in the tankard—hail 

In barre) or in bottle pent 

] give the gen'rous ſpirit vent. 
Still may I feaft on ale. 


But chief when to the chearful glaſs, 

From veſſel pure thy ſtreamlets paſs, 
Then moſt thy charms prevail; 

Then, then I'll bet, and take the odds 

That neQar, drink of Heathen Gods, 
Was poor, compari to ale. 


Give me a bumper—— fill it up, 

See how it ſparkles in the cup. 
Oh! how fhall I regalc : 

Can any taſte this drink divine 


Aud then compare rum, brandy, wine, 
Or aught, to nappy ale. 


Inſpir'd 
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Inſpir'd by thee the warrior fights, 
The lover woos, the poet writes, 
| And pens the p-ealing tale; 
And ſtill in Britain's Ile confeſt, 
Nought animates the patriot's breaſt 
Like gen'rous nappy ale. 


Inſpir'd by thee ſha'l criſpin ſing, 

Or talk of freedom, church, and king, 
And balance Europe's ſcale ; 

While his rich landlord lays our ſchemes 

| Of wealth in golden South-ſea dreams, 

I' effects of nappy ale. 


O bleſt potation ] ſtill by thee, 
| And thy companion, Liberty, 

Do health and mirth prevail; 
Then let us crown the can, the glaſs, 
And ſportive bid the minutes paſs, — 

In quaffing nappy ale. | 


A FAVOURITE SONG. 


Sung by MA. FOXTENELLE, in the character 
of Moggy, in the Highland Reel. 


Y Father's houſe is clean and nice, 

My little garden paradiſe ; | 

My chamber deck'd with trinkums fine, 

The window ſpread with jeſſamine. 16 
1 Ve 


% 
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| have a blackbird gay, 
Oh, he's a pretty fellow, 
He whiſtles ſweet and mellow, 
The live long day. 
My playful kid, for handſome, pets I've many, 
My wanton, bounding, friſking Nanny, 
Next my fav'rite cow: | 
Yet I love none ha'f ſo well | 
As my Charley's gift, my dear Fidel, 
My little bow-wow | 
Haſte gentle lover, now for you, 
Papa, kid, dog, and chick adieu ! 


In town I'll be, my glaſs can tell, 

A monſtrous flaming married belle ; 

T he foremoſt in all gameſome bouts, 

At operas, plays, and balls and routs, 

All in my plumage fine: 
Around me ſmarts ſhall flutter, 
About me what a clutter ! 
« She's all divine!“ 

They ſing, they dance; to pleaſe me ho 
they caper 

Whilft rivals challenge, huff and vapour, 

As birds, all welcome here to woo ; 

For Charley's ſake begone cuckoo, 

I'll ne'er create my ſpouſy's ſhame, | 

To ſinge my wings around the flame. 


IJ 


SONG 
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$S O N G. 
0 NUNC EST BIBENDUM |! 
| (By George Alexander Stevens.) 
ff Tune—Moggy Lauder. 
| OW we're free from Col'ege rules, 
| From common-place-book reaſon, 
| | From trifling ſyllogiſtic ſchools, 
| And ſyſtems out cf ſeaſon ; 
[Never more we'll have defin'd, 
= If matter thinks, or thinks not; 
All the matter we ſhall mind, 
| Is —he who drinks—or drinks not, 


Metaphyſic'ly to trace, 
j The mind or ſou] abſt racted; 
o. prove infinity of ſpace, 
By cauſe on cauſe effected; 
Setter ſauls we can't bee ome 
By immaterial thinking ; 
\nd as to ſpace, we want no room, 
But room enough to drink in, 


Plenum, vacuum, minus, plus, 

Are learned words, and rare too ; 
hoſe terms our tutors may diſcuſs, 
And thoſe who pleaſe may hear too ; 
\ plenum in our wine we ſhow, 
With plus and plus behind, Sir, 

nd when our caſh is minus, low, 


A vacuum ſoon we find, Sir. 


Coper- 
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Copernicu:, that learned ſage, 


Dane T ycho's errors proving, 
Declares in l can't tell what page— 
The earth round Sol is moving : 
But which goes round, what's that to us ? 
Each is perhaps a notion ; 
With earth and ſun we make ne fuſs, 
But mind the bortle's motion. 


Great Gallileo ill was us'd 
By ſuperſtitious fury ; 

Antipodeans were abus'd 
By ignoramus jury : 

But, feet to feet, we dare atteſt, 
Nor fear a treatment ſcurvy ; | 
For when we're drunk, probatum eff, 

e re tumbling topſy turvy. 


Newton talk'd of lights and ſhades, 
And diff rent colours knew, Sir; 
Don't let us diſturb our heads, 
We will but ſtudy two, Sir: 
IVhite and red our glaſſes boaſt, 
Reflection and refraction; ; 
After him we name our toaſt, — 
The Centre of Attraction.“ 


On that theſis we'll declaim, 
With fratum ſuper firetum ; 
There's mighty magic in the name, 
*1'is nature's poſtulatum : 


f 


: 
1 
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my 
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Wine in nature's next to love; 
Then wiſely let us blend em; 

Firſt tho'—phifically prove, , 

That Nunc, nunc eff Bibendum ! 


Ss O N G. 


180 plain, dear youth, theſe tell - tale eyes 
My heart your own declare, 
But for Heav*n's ſake let it ſuffice, 
You reign triumphant there. 


Forbear your utmoſt pow'r to try, 
Nor farther urge your ſway ; 

Preſs not for what I muſt deny, 
For fear I ſhould obey. 


Could all your arts ſacceſsful prove, 
Would you a maid undo, 

Whoſe greateſt failing is her love, 

And that her love of you? 


voy, would you uſe that very pow'r 
ou from her fondnefs claim, 
To ruin in one fatal hour, : 
A lite of ſpotleſs fame? 
Ah! ceaſe, my dear, to do an ill, 
| Becauſe perhaps you may; 
But rather try your utmoſt ſkill 
To ſave me than betray. 


Si 
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Be you 1 my virtue's guard, 
Defend, and not purſue; 
Since *tis a tafk for me too hard, 


To fight with love and you, 


S O N G. - 
yes THE BONNY SAILOR. 


MY bonny ſailor's won my mind, 
M. heart is now with him at ſea; 
I hope the ſummer's weſtern breeze 
Wil bring him ſafely back to me: 
I wiſh to hear what glorious toils, 
What dangers he has undergone, 
What forts he's ſtorm'd, how great the ſpoils 
From France and Spain Ws ſailor's won. 


A thouſand terrors chill'd m 
When fancy brought the foe in _— 3 

And day and night I've had no reſt, 
Leſt ev*ry gale a tempeſt blew : 

Bring, gentle gales, my ſailor home; 
His ſhip in harbour may I fee ; 

Three years are ſure enough to roam ; 
Too long for one that loves like me. 


His 
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His face by ſultry climes is wan, 

His eyes by watching fh-ne leſs bright ; 
Bu: ſtill | owr» my charming man, 

And run to meet him, when in fight: 
His honeſt heart is what I prize: 

No weather can make that look old; 
J ho? alter'd were his face and eycs, 

1';] love my jolly ſailor bold, 


s. 


WORDS BY GEO. ALEX. STEVENS. 


This Song was lately ſet to Mufic by Mr. George | 


Surr, of Mancheſter. 


To partake of a generous flaſk, 
To each ſocial being a meſſage he ſends 
To meet at the head of his caſæ, 


The gueſts all appear'd at the place of addreſs, 


The witty, the grave, and the bold ; 


Our circle furpaſs'4 all that fancy can gueſs 


Of Arthur's round table of old. 


G AY Bacchus oneev*ning inviting his friends 


Ir 


1 
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| In the midſt of our merriment who do you think 
Uaſuſpected had ſeated him there ? 
But one Care in diſguiſe, who tipp'd us the 
wink, 
And warn'd us of Time to beware, 
Who, in ſpire ot his age, or the weight of his 
| vears, 
We ſhou'd find but a ſlippery blade: 
He's known by the lock on his forehead he 
wears, 


And carries the figns of his trade. 


We gratefully ply'd him with bottle and pot, 
Which fill'd up his wrink):s apace; 
T he Cynic grew blithe, and his precepts forgot 
And foon fell afleep in his place. 
Regardleſs of Time, then we threw of re- 
*} ſtraint, 
Nor fear'd we to wake the old ſpark; 
ids ur ſongs were ſelect, and our ſtories were 
quaint, | ' 
And each was as gay as a lark. 


When all of a ſudden, fo aweful and tall, 
» One appear'd, who ſpoil'd a good ſung; - 
aher 1 ime, moving round by the fide of the 
wall, 
Behind us, flow ſtealing along; 
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We roſe to his rev'rence, and offer'd a chair, 


He ſaid for no man he would ſtay, — C. 
Then Bacchus up ſtarted, and catch d at his 
hair, 

And ſwore all the ſhot he ſhould pay. H 


But Time, well aware of the God of the Grape, 
Evaded his efforts, and flew ; 
We ſeiz'd on his glaſs, ere he made his eſcape, 
And inftanly broke it in two; 
Then we fill'd each with wine inſtead of the 
ſand, Y 
And drank double toaſts to the fair. 
Each member in turn, with a glais in each 
hand, 
Then parted, and went home with Care. 


ROUND ELA. 


JN my my pleaſant native plains, 
Wing'd with bliſs each moment flzy : 
Nature there inſpir'd the ſtrains, 
Simple as the jays I knew; 
Jocund morn and evening gay 
Claim'd the merry Rounzclay, 
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Fields and flocks and fragrant flowers, 
All that health and joy impart ; 

Call'd for artleſs muſic's powers | 
Faithful echoes to the heart! . 

Happy hours for ever gay | 
Claim'd the merry Roundelay. 


But the breath of genial ſpring 
Wak'd the warblers of the grove ; 
Who, ſweet birds, that heard you ſing, 
Would not join the ſong of love ? 
Your ſweet notes and chaunrings gay, 
Claim'd the merry Roundelay. 


— ——— —  — — —— 


ON G. 


AP! EU to the village delights, 
Which lately my fancy enjoy'd ! 
No longer the country invites ; 

To me all its pleaſure are void. 
Adicu, thou ſweet health-breathing hill 
Thou canſt not my comfort 2 

For ever adieu my dear vill! 
My Lucy, alas ! is no more. 
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She, ſhe was the cure of my pain, Th 
My dleſſing, my honour my pride: | 

She nc'er gave me cauſe to complain, Th 
Till that fatal day when ſhe died. 

Her eyes, that ſo beautiful ſhone, \ 


Are cloſed for ever in fleep; 
And mine, ſince my Lucy is gone, 
Have nothing to do but to weep,. 


Could my tears the bright angel reſtore, 
Like a fountain, they never ſhould ceaſe ; 

But Lucy, alas ! is no more, 
And 1 am a ftranger to peace. 


Let me copy, with fervour devout, B. 

The virtues that glow'd in her heart; 
Then ſoon, when life's ſand is run out, A 
We ſhall meet again, never to part. 81 
; x Q 

— — H—.ʒ 
S O NS. 

DESCRIPTION OF A STORM. 1 
BY MR. ROBERT BRADLEY. 11 


LOW, Boreas, blow, and let the ſurlywiads 
Make the billows foam and roar ; 
Thou canſt no terrors breed in valiant minds, 
Put ſpite of thee we ll live and find the 8 
hen 


B 


re. 
en 


rain, 
BY gercely 
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Then cheer my hearts, and be not aw'd, 
But keep the gun-frovimn clear; 


's droke looſe, and demon roar 
Whilſt we have ſes - room here, boys, never 
fear 


Hey! how the toffes up, how for f 
The mounting top-maſt touch d a ſtar : 
The meteors d, as thro' the clouds we 
came, 
And, Salamenter like, we liv'd in Gecie. 


But now we ſink ! now we go down 
To the deepeſt ſhades below : 
Alas ! where are we now ! who, who can tell? 
Sure tis the deepeſt room in h-, 
Or where the ſea-gods dwell : 
With them we'll live, we'll live and reign, 
ng — — laugh, and ſing and drink 


nie ſee, we riſe again, 
Tho' flaſhes of lightning, and tetmpeſts of 
contend which ſhall conquet the 

main, 
Tho? the Captain ders ſwear inflead of a 


pra 
And We dea is ll 8rd by the demons of 
th'air, 


No * | N A We'll 
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We'll drink, — 
The mad * that 
From the deep to the . 

And ſing whilſt the thunder bellow : 
For fate ſtill will have 
A kind chance for the brave, 
And ne'er make his grave 
Of a ſalt-water wave, 

To drowfi, no never to drown a good 


S O N G, 
Sung by Mr. TrAvIS. 


WHAT ſhepherd, or nymph of the grove, 
Can blame me for ſhedding a tear, 
Or lamenting aloud as I rove, | 
Since Delia no longer is here. 
My flocks if at random they ftray, 
What wonder if ſhe's from the plain; 
Her hand they were wont to obey ; 


She ral'd both the ſhcep and the ſain. 


Can 


a 
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Can | ever forget how we ſtray'd, 


Oer the hill, thro* the meadow and prove z 


Can | ever forget the dear maid, 


Wen bluſhing, ſhe firit own'd her love; 
IV hat the fear'd ev'n the trees might reveal, 
What ſhe ſcarce could to me tell alone; 


But. an! what a change do | feel, 


Now my lovely companion is gone. 


She was all my ſond wiſhes could aſk, 
She had zu the kind gods could impart ; 
She was Nature's moſt beautiful taſk, 
he Cefpair and envy of art: 
In her what is worthy to prize, 
In her al! that was lovely was dreſs'd, 
For tae graces were thron'd in her eyes. 
And the virtues all lodged in her breaſt. 


— 2 — — 
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Sung by MIr. MereDiTH at the Muſic- Hall. 

OW to pant on T hetis' breaſt, 

IN phœbus biuſhes down the Weſt, 

And in rapture ſeems to ſay, 

Mortais end like me the day. 

Join ve merry rural throng, - 

Mirth and muſic, dance and ſong 3 

Ever happy, ever gay, 

Liie is here à holiday. 


C2 Nature's 


THE NEW 
Nature's freeborn ſubjects reign 


Blooming tenants of the plain. 
Sunny vale and ſhady grove 

cho to the voice of love; 

While the changeful year ſupplies 
Pleaſure to the heart and eyes: 
Ever happy, &c. &c. 


Far from noiſe, from pomp or ſtate, 
Joys and troubles of the great, 
Sheiter'd by contentment's wings. 
Hee the bird of rapture fings ; 
Whiie the Gd of ſoft delight 


Glads the ncon and cheers the nig hb: 


Ever happy, &c. 


— — vox — 


SPRING. 


A SONG. 


HE winter of dulneſs is o'r, 


Rejedter of ev'ry gay ſtrain, 


And Spring comes to viſit once mos 
1 he cheerleſs diſmantled pizi:: : 
New cloathing the groves do receive, 
Fine flowers bedeck the fret: rreen , 
Rind Nature begins now to livc; 
And welcomes young Spring for here 


* T Li 
8 ** 


— R. 2 57 


LIVERPOOL SONGSTER., 71 


Before the approach of grey dawn, 
The lark quits her neſt in the vale ; 
In air ſhe ſings high o'er the lawn, 
And wakes ev'ry bird in the dale. 
Nou wanton the tender young lambs, 
Bound o'er the ſteep hills in their play, 
And bleat their ſoft notes round their dams, 
The valleys re-echo the lay. 


The bees now ſearch round ev'ry bow's 3 
To taſte vernal ſweets are inclin'd : 

If then you would chuſe a ſweet flow'r, 

| Sure thereon a bee will you find. 

The nymphs with their ſwains now retire, 
From cites, from crowds, and from throng 

And melt their young ſwains with deſire, 
Whilſt wel coming Spring with their ſong 


o muſic the woods and groves fil; 
ow charming and ſweet is the noiſe! _- 
When ſitting beiide the pure rill, = 
The thruſh from the brake tunes her voice 
Ye nymphs join with me then to ſing, 
And make ev'ry valley rebound, 
The praiſes of ſweet blooming Spring, 
Vhoſe bounties diſplay'd are around, 


C3 HUNT 
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HUNTING SONG, 
Sung by Mr. Dicnum Mufic Hal. 
HILE beams the bright morn, 


How ſweer ſounds the horn, 
For the chace while the hunters prepare; 
Tallv-o is the ſound, 
Which re-echoes wound, 
When purſuing the hart or the hare. 
Tantivy, my boys, let's away, let's away, 
While health gives new charms to the ſpoi ts 
of the day. 


Each woodland and hill, 

Each river or rill, 

aliven the ſweet ſmelling ſcene, 

Each meadow is grac'd, 

By nature's own taſte, 

£ the hunters (like ſpring) areſs'd in green. 
* Tantivy, my boys, let's away, let's away, 
ile health gives new charms to the ſports 
of the day. 


The prey being caught, 
By example we're taught, 
D'er the bow! the bright chace to renew, 
Then a full flowing glaſs, 
To a favourite laſs, 
Is a chace we as nobly purſue. 
Tantivy, my boys, let's away, let's away, 
While health gives new charms to the ſports 
of the day. AN 
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AN ELEGIAC CANTATA, f 
On the death of the late brave Capt. F anmnns 
of the Quekee frigate z call 4 
BRITANNIA WEEPING. : 


RECITATIVE. 
Hear. what dreadful tumults ſhake the 


main! 
What horrid ſounds convulle the trembling air! 
The wat'ry gods ſome hoſtile cauſe maintain, 
And o'er the foaming ſurge hurl wild ceſpaire * 


To ſearch the cauſe, great Neptune, ſee, ap- 


pears, . 
His trident waviog—thro' the channel glides 3 
The conflict ſces—the thyndering cannon. 
hears, 


And, all aftoniſh'd |—views the purple tides | 


Enraptur'd, ſee ! bebold the | 
And views his ſon, great armer, Joſh in 
| ſmoke ; 

Then bade him on chaſtiſe — Fr rancez 
And thus his wiſhes Neptune loudly v_ 


| adyance, 


» F 
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| Ain. 
May ur and fame the brave hero adorn, 
Who, fighting like Farmer, all danger dare 


icorn ; 


For ſee where he ſtands, dealing ſlaughter 
May his valour and zeal be with victory 


? crown'd : 
May fortune of war in his fayour decide, 
And his bak, well defended, triumphantly 


rige: 


Ma veſt and glary theſe offerings bring, 
Are of M. 


king ! 


| ReciTaTiIvE. 

Thus fung the god his ſon's immortal praiſe ; 
Qid ocean ſhook, and echo'd Neptune's lays : 
But ſtili his prayers could. nat his darling fave ; 
For Death alike demands the baie and brave. 


The ſhafts of Fate reſiſtleſs ſeal his doom, 

Ang call the Hero to his peaceful home. 

He fought, be fell, the fatal die was caſt ; 

But fel! contented—for he died the laſt. 
jrannia, ſee! emerging from the deeps, 

In plaintve ſtrains, thus, god-like Farmer 

! 2 weeps ; * 229 F 


Ain. 
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Britons, view yon melting ah,” 

See the Hero bleeding !, 
Single ſee he braves the he, 
Juſhing 7 wounds | 


Hark ! what means yon dreadful 
Clouds of ſmoke —— 
In flames behold ny Hero die, 
A glorious:ca £ 
See the bleeding — 

8 breathes his laſt aff: Qion : 

king is kind—my orphang u. 

BE to his N. 12 


4 : „rn 


| | 8 O N G 
"> ty 227 


Mr, Nancy. quits thy run wag. 
| All other ill the cor len- 15 

But living from her love: | 

Bai deal? e ber Ries there, 

Wil not your ſpirits fail. 

Te mark the hardſhips {muſt mae, 

Dear Nancy of th i 


75 


cry? 


» Soo * * fis- 


Ss ® 
* 
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Or ſhould your love each danger ſcorn, 
v gr health, fort roy hich 
F. ur , 7 i ere © 
+,  _ 
| | perils I muſt view. 

A Thoyland ills affail, ; 
Nor mult I tremble een for you, 

Dear Nancy of the dale. 


$ O N G. 
THE MUSIC BY MR. WI EEE. 
| RECITATIVE. 


OFT Zephyr, on thy balmy wing 

Thy gentleſt breezes hither bring: 
Her flumbers guard, ſome hand divine; 

Ah ! watch her with a care like mine. 

—__ 
A roſe, a roſe from her boſom had ſtray d, 
Pl feek to replace it with art; g 
But no, twill her flumbers invade, 

I'll wear it, dear maid, next my heart. | 


Alas | filly roſe, had' thou known 


"I was that thee thy place 
1414 


A 's the ma OS 


— — 


5 
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Sung by Mr. Banniſter, as the Royalty Theatre, 
in the Burletta of Hero and Leander. 


HRK the trumpet ſounds afar; 

The clam'rous harbioger of war: 
Rouze ſoldiers, rouze ; to arms, to arms; 
The call my beating huſom warms ; 

The foe inſults our native ſhore, 
And proudly mocks his conqueror. 

| a 
O Genius of this happy lane; 
Neſcend ! and bleſs thy choſen band: 
{ive us to meet the daring foe; 
'Tis liberty ſhall nerve the blow. — 


So when the toils of wars are o'er, 
and meek-ey'd peace unlock her ftore ; 
Each youthful Hero then ſhall prove, 
A ſweet reward, in faichful love. 


ll 


— 


A NEW $ONG, - 
Set by My. BacLEY. 
HO“ lovcly Delia thon art coy, = 
And cruel to thy am'rous wan. 
Regardleſs of the ſighing boy, * 
And ſenſeleſs of thy lover's pain. 
C6 wh Net 


78 THE New 
Yet ſtill I keep ther in my heart, 
Thou art the nymph whom moſt I love; 
I'll keep, thy image, tho? with ſmart, 
And try if conftancy can move. 


In 7 zhs I to the winds complain, 
And to the harden'd rocks I weep ; 
By day thou art my conſtant pain, 
At get the von of wy — 


INV O C FT10-N 
To the GENIUS of MUSIC. 


N ritten for Ars; Crovcn, 15 ing at the 
Theatre- Royal, Tork. 


BY A GENTLEMAN OF THAT' CITY. 


GOFT po pow'r of Harmony and Song, 
Whoſe liquid notes can ſuften grief; 
Who ſooths the dire opprefior's wiong, 
And to the wretched brings relict ; 
Whoſe heart-exhilarating lays 
Can drive away corroding care ; 
And mirth to joy and rapture raiſe, 
Propitious bear thy Votrefs? pray*r. 
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De mine F uter;,e's dulcet ſtrain, | 
To calm the boſum, of N 
A Mrs A gx 
And Mis'ry pangs 1 
To baniſh bold, intruſive Care, | 
And fill each preſent heert with * * 
Then ſhall I rapt rous | 
While buſted in the ſweet — . 


Snell — | - : * 
S8 O. N G. am 
THE SORROWS OF WERTER. 
ur ro MUSIC BY MR. BOOK: 


WIEN! Werter fair Charlotte beheld: 
As ſhe danc'd with che nymphs on the 


green, 
He thoug ht ev'ry * ſhe e 
And — ſoft grace of ber nem 
But all her accompliſhments known, 
| Gentle Werter began to Sov 
He fighs for a heart not her own, | 
And the joys of poor Werter are re fer. 


res 4 — was. dear 3. p 
Her fad oſs bus ſorrow allag hou. CW 
3 * 
rg 


4 


so Fre uu 


Urg'd by love, he grew bold, and ſhe cry'd, 
Werter, leave me, and fee me no more ; 
He figh'&,he obey u, and he dy'd ! 
'Fhen the forrows of Werter deplore. 


Ye nymphs, let not Cupid deceive, 
Under pty's ſoft garb hide. bis dart; 
Werter's forcowy are laid in the grave, 
While pity ſtill wrings Charlotte's heart, 
And oft o'er his grave has ſhe cryed, 
While w'th flow rets ſhe deck'd it all o'er, 
He ſab me,— be lov'd,--and he dy'd ! 
Then the ſorrows of Werter deplore. 


THE FORCE OF LOVE. 
A Sequel to the Sorrows of Werter. 
SET TO MUSIC BY MR. 


MOULDS. 


WIEN farſt the fatal bes arriv'd, 
That Werter was. no more; 
Charlotte of reaſon was depriv'd— 
Fell ſenſeleſs on the floor. 
Whis the n ſhe rais'd, 
An , wi difpair, SF 
His Faithfalchrant be ever prais d, 
| 1 Love and Trath dl ere. 


.- 5 
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His loſs the could 1 | 
For life was at a | long * 

Her colour fed, her cher 1 | 
She droop'd ber lilly hai 


Then gen 


Bleſt youth, be all thy 
She heav'd 4 gh and dy d. 
Albert he mourn'd his wife and Fan, 
And ſhed the tender tear: * 
The village wept their mournful end, 
And IT was left to r 


A PASTORAL BALLAD. 


Da MON. e 
GEE, charmer, * yrs grow... 
So fragrant, fre 


Invites my Flora, — IN my F 
To hail the i infant May. 


Now whilſt each. feather'd chowrift fingy; > + 
His love trains 


Whilſt ev 'ry vale with muſie . ringe v. wi 5 — 


Ob, mitigate y pas) 4 
"C8 FLORA. 


Fd 


„ 


1. 1 * 


NE” Fro. N 
By Damon's fond dieſer firvin;” | 8 
Poor Lucy was unde; 74 | 
And, but laff eve, upon the plain, 
„Damon, met with or, 
Who hail'd me witn her tender 
And cry'd ſhe was bereav'd. . 
Ot what young maidens moſtiy prize, 
That Damon her deceiv'd. FE 


Da uon. 
Why eri jm, F 1 ſ- much ſtriuve 


To vr in z 
I ſwear li“ ov! 5 0 — 


For Fata, bide 2 pain, 
Tran by d Ge words. 85 4 


A {imple maid beguile. | 
My tongue naught elſe but truth imparts, 
I live in mile. 5 


1K. 1 2F gon. | 
I, Damon, ps + eng SOT EN 
My y boſom Gels pl 
Left filly rr 


And you yout love fe — 
. 1 
Sure nba cee tor: delight, 


1 hat charming form of-ehine ; 


No, no,- ho, Latter can ht, 
| Rare 2 lde bis 
FALL 


e 


FLORA. 


- 
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May ev'ry dev pour Jous eben l. 2 


Still Damon wiſer be ; Tat. 


Let's each our ten 
„3 
8 9 N 6. oy * 


THE WATRY- SY 


10 PRAISE or ap Rafe, . 


| HE Watry God, Great Ne! * 
Lee ee 
When U r be bend kean; © 


The Triemebrenbe the Neriads.fled, 95 1 as 
And all their fears.confelt, .,.. 


Loud Thitider ſhook the eee, 
The 3 world was in flame, 


God amazed. . 

Ye wind ds! gp forth; an nicks it knviin, 
Who dares to ſhake my coral throne, 
And fill my realms with ſmoke. . 


Cg 


- 


Tur N 


ious at his nod „ 

Sprang ade Þ obey their God,” 5 
And ſaw. too fleets * 

The one; Viahrious Hayke, was thine, 

The other C. fans“ wretched line, - 


In terror and diſmay. 


Then down defcend, and tell their chief, 
That France was ruin'd paſt relief, 

And Haw e triumphant rode : 
Hawke ! cries the chief, pray who is he ? 
That dares uſurp my power at 770 

And thus inſult à Got? * 


The ind 
s There 158 5 King D 


„ Who ſcorns all foreign force ; 
ce « And when tvs Hearing ca es roll. 
rom fei to ſea, from pale to pole, 


« Great Habe djrefts their courſe, 


« Or Witt his-winged bullets y, 
« To puniſh fraud or perſidyjy - 
Ne lan ee cat, 

t Haw | 
= ath and horror hs g 9 wait, 


ee the Geo commany." 


66 
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* 2 : Neptune 
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| Let us driok till we flare ; let's defy the re. 


former, 


And ſh-w the proud minx that we heartily 
ſcorn her ; 


Let the beaus and the belles, and the pretty 
| fac'd croud, _ 

Of all their gay nothings ambitioufly proud, 
Call _ ſots, or nate er er they think 


But 'tis wine, and not women, cogenders 
true wit z 


- Then leave them their amorous fables to 
forge, 


But fail not to meet thy kind friend at the 
5 


4 FAVORITE INDIAN DEATH SO. 


SET TO MUSIC BY PAXTON. 
Suns by Mr. MezxzpiTE, Mufic Hall. 


TAE ſun ſets in night, and the ſtars ſhun 
the day, 


But glory remains when their lights fade away: 
Begin ye tormentors, your threats are in vain, - 


For the fon of ALgNomook ſhall never 
complain. 


Remember 


8 
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Remember the arrows he ſhot from his bow ; 

Remember your Chiefs by his hatcher laid 
„low: 

Why ſo flow ?did you wait till I fhrink from 


my pain? 
No— be ſon of ALKNomoox ſhall never 


Remember the 8 in ambuſh we 16 
And the ſcalps which we bore from your na- 


tion away: 
Now the flame riſes faſt ! You exult in my 


pain ; 
But the fon of — ſhall never 


complain. 


I go to the land where father is 
His ghoſt ſhall tele the fame of his ſon: 
Death comes like a friend—he relieves me 
from pain; 
And the ſon of ALKNOMOOE. has ſcorn'd 
to complain. 


_  DAMON'S LAMENTATION. © 
HO! late I was plump, round, r 


I now am as thin as a 
Oh ! Jove is the cauſe of my folly, 
. ſoon I'll lie under a clod. 


. 4 * 9 - 
þ4 * — ” . 


Dear Kathleen, then why did you float me, 
A lad that's ſo faithful and warm; 

Ou! ev'ry thing's handſome about me, 
My cabin and ſaug little farm. 


What tho? I have ſcrap'd up no money, 
No duns at my chamber attend; 
On Sunday | ride on my poney, - 
And ſtill have a bit for a friend. 


The cock courts his hens all around me, 
The ſparrow, the pi and dove; | 

Oh! how all this courting confounds me, 
When I look and think of my love, 


SONG, MAbvulines. 
MARIA. 


COMPOSED BY MR. MOULDS, 


"TW AS near a thicket's calm retreat, 
Under a poplar tree, 
Maria cheſe her wretched feat 
To mourn her ſorrows free. 
Her iovely form was ſweet to view, 
As dawn at opening day; - 
ut an ! ſhe mourn'd her love not true, 
And wept her cares awey, 


The 


The brook flow'd pehtly at her feet 
In murmurs ſmooth along; 
Her pipe, which once ſhe-tun'd moſt erty. 
Had now forgot its ſong. x. 
No more to charm the vale ſhe tries, 
For grief has fill'd her breaſt : | 
Thoſe joys which once ſhe uſed to prize=< 
But love has robb'd her reſt, 


Poor hapleſs maid, who can behold 
Thy torrows fo ſevere, 

And hear thy lovelorn ſtory told 
Without a falling tear. 

Maria, luckleſs maid, adieu! 
Thy ſorrows ſoon muſt ceaſe ; 
For * n will take a maid ſo true, 
To everlaſting peace. | 

9 | 


S O N G. 
Set to muſic by Mr. Webbe. 


FROM glaring ſhew and giddy noiſe, 
The pleaſures of the vain, 
Take me, ye ſoft and fitent joys, - 4 
Fo your retreats again. : inn 
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Be mine, ye cool, ye peaceſul groves, - 
Whoſe ſhades to love belong; 


Where Echo, as ſhe fondly roves, 
Repcats my Strephon's ſong. 

Ah ! Strephon, why ſhould I depart 
From ſolitude and thee ? 


When in that ſolitude thou art , 
A perfect world to me. 


THE ARDENT LOVER. 


A NEW SONG. 


O MIRA, dear Mira, ſo witty and fair, 
To torture me longer, I prithee forbear; 

Remove with a ſmile the pains in my breaſt, 

And make me at once moſt unſpeakably bleſt. 


Tis pity, methinks, that a perſon ſo fair, 


Should ever a frown on her countenance wear; 


* [is pity, . that cruelty e' er ſhould be found, 
In one that has ſo many beauties to wound. 


Yet, tho' with a frown you at preſent deny, 
I hope it is only my patience to tr; 

For you ſuch a fund of good nature poſſeſs, 
Ton cannot delight to behold my _—_ 
. en 


-& AMS "WE. 


CY 
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Then now, O my fair one, my doubtings re- 


move, „ 
You know that | ſuffer, you know that I love; 
You know that no other my heart can ſubdue; 
You know | reſign every charmer for you. 


Were kingdoms, and all the gay trappings of 
ſtate OOTY 

My own to enjoy, with the ſmiles of the great, 

With pleaſure I cou'd theſe allurements reſign, 

And think myſelf happy if you were but ming, 


's O Nv. 
NELLY's CONQUEST. 


T HE night her ſilent ſable -wore, - 

And gloumy were the ſkies, 

Of glittering ſtars appear'd no. more - 
Than thoſe in Nelly's eyes 
When to her father's door I came, 

Were I had often been, - h 
| bezg'd my fair, my lovely dame, 

To rife and let me in. 
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But ſhe, with accents all divine, 
Did my fond ſuit reprove; 
And while ſhe chid my raſh defign, 

She but inflam'd my love. 
Fler beauty oft had pleas'd before, 

While her bright eyes did roll; 
But virtue only had the pow'r 
To charm my very foul. 


Then who won'd cruelly deceive. 
Or from ſuch beauty part ! 

L lov'd her ſo | could not leave 
The charmer of my heart. 

My eager fondneſs I obey'd, 
Reſolv'd ſhe ſhould be mine, 
And Hymen to my arms convey 'c 

My treaſure ſo divine. 


Now happy in my Nelly's love. 
Tranſporting is my joy ; 
No greater bleſſing can I prove. 
So bleſs d a man am I; 
For beauty may a while retain, 
The conquer'd fluttering hear: 
But virtue only is the chain, 
Holds never to depart. 
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The following is the Song fung with ſo much 
Feet by Mr. Dicuun, at the Anacreontic 
Society. It is the produtien of a Nautical 
Gentleman of this Trum. 


The NEGLECTED TARS V BRITAIN, 


(TUnE—*. The Vicar of Broy.”) 


I SING the Britiſh feamen's praiſe ; 
A theme renown'd in ſtory ; 
It weil deſerves more poliſh'd lays 3 3 
Oh ! *tis your boaſt and glory. | 
When mad-brain'd war ſpreads death around, 
By them you are protected: 
But when in peace the n2tiqn' $ W. 
Theſe bulwarks are ngglectect. 
4 5 Cnok us. Toy 
Then, gh ! protef? the hardy far; 
Be mingful of his merit; 


Aud when ag ain you're plung*d in war, 
Hel fhew bis. daring fret. - 


When thicye darkneſs covers all, 
Far on the trackleſs ocean; 

When lightnings dart; when "thunders roll, 
And all is wild commotion ; 


When 
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When o'er the bark, the white-top'd waves, 


Wich boiſt'rous ſweep are rolling, 
Yet coolly till, the whole he braves, 
Untam'd amidft che how ing. 


Then, ob protect, We. © 


When deep immers'd-irr ſulph rous ſmoke, 
He feels a glowing pleafure ; 


He loads his gun—he cracks bis wks, - 
Elated beyond meaſure. - 


Though fore and aft che þlood-ftain'd deck 


Should lifeleſs, trunks appear; 
Or ſhould the veſſel float awreck, 
The ſailor knows no fear, 
. Then, oh ! protect, Ee. 


When long becalm'd on ſouthern brine, 


Where ſcorchitig beams affail him 


When all the ers bremed fupine, 
And food and water fail him; 
Tuben oft he dreams on Britaip's ſhore, 
Where plenty ſtill is reiguing; 
They call the watch—his rapture's o er 
He ſighs but ſcorns complaining.” 
Then, - oh ! protect, Sc. 


Or burning on that noxious coaſt, 
Where death ſo oft: befriends him 4 * 

Or pinch'd by hoary Greenland froſt, 

True courage ſtill attends him; 


> TT wW- www 


Te 
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No clime can this eradicate; 
He glories in annoyance ; 


He fearleſs braves the ſtorms of fate, 
And bids grim death defiance. 


Then, ob ! protect, &e. 


Why ſhould the man who knows no fear, 
<4 peace be then neglected; 
Behol4 him mw Pier, 
Pale, mea and dejeQed ! 
Behold him beg gging for employ | 
Behoid him Kiregarded ! 
Then view the anguiſh in his eye, 
And ſay, are tars rewarded ? 


Then, oh ! prateft, &c. 


To them your deareſt rights you owe 
In peace then would you them? 
What ſay, ye Britons 7 — Oh, no! A 
Prote& them and preſerve them. NE. 
Shield them from poyerty and pain, 
is policy todo i & 


Or wheu, war tall 
Oh! Bong ye may rue — 
Then, ob! proteſ the bardy tar, 5 


Be mindful of bis merit, 


And when again you're plung'd in war, 
Lata > ab b 


SQNG. 
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S O N G. Shield. To 
Mr. Mnzotrx, Mufic Hall. | En: 


CHARMING Clorinda, ey*ry note, 
You breathe theſe woods among, O, 
Shall move my grateful tongue: i 
Swelling my ardent throat, | 1 
Homage devout to pay, X 
Love harmoa:ze the lay, 


And ſooth- her with the-ſong. 


Should ſhe bewilder'd, chance to ſtray, 
Ye ſongſtets, near your grove, 
To her your notes belong, 
My ſoul its ſenſe ſhall prove; . 
My voice its powers diſplay, 
Love harmonize the lay, 
And ſoothe her with the ſongs 


8 0 N . 
THE ENCHANTMENT, 


BY 


15 DID but look and love a while Te 
* F'was but for one half hour; 
Then to refiſt | had no will, 
Arid now I have no power, 


MR. O war. 


by 
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To ſigh, and wiſh, is all my eaſe, 
Sighs "which do bear impart, 

Enough to melt the coldeſt ice, | 
Yet cannot warm your heart. SH. 


O would your pity, give my att, 
One corner of your, breaſt, 


'T wou'd learn of your's the winning heart, h 
And — y ſteal the reft. 


Dow —- ——— — 


8 0 N G. 
THE SKYLARKE, 
BY ET IAGs 


 8ET ro MUSIC BY MR. M. CAMIDGE, 


4 


G. tuneful bird, chat ga- the ſkies, 
To Daphne's window ſpeed away; 


And there on quiv'ring pinions riſe * 
And there thy yocal art diſplay. 


And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 
And if ſhe praiſe thy mattin- i 
Tell her the Grads that ſoothe her ear, 
To Damon' s native plains belong. 


Tell 
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Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd, 


The bird from Indian groves my "thine; 6 
But aſk the loyely partial maid, 


What are his notes compar'd to thine ; 


Then bid her treat yon' witleſs beau, 
And all his flaunting race, with corn, 
And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 


Who age her praiſe, and fings | forloro. 


PRIOR's GARLAND. 
Each Stanza beautifully fet to a different Aer, 


WITH AN CVERTURE, 
3 a 1 


BY MR. BILLINGTON, 


TE wide of every grove I choſe, 
The violent ſweet, and lilly fair ; 


The dappl'd pink, and bluſhing roſe, 
To deck my charming Chloe's hair. 


At morn the nvmph vuughſ 
Upon her brow the various wreath : 

The * ſes blooming than her face, 
The ſcent leſs Fragrant than her breath. 


ſaf'd to place, 
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Ine flow'rs ſhe wore alon the day. 


And every nymph and ſhepherc ſaid, 


That in her hair they look'd — 


Than glowing in their native bed. 


Undreft at evening, when ſhe found 
Their odours loft; their colours raft, _.. 
She chang'd her look, and on the ground 
Her Garland and her eye ſhe caſt. 


That eye dropt ſenſe diftin& and clear, 
As any Muſe's tongue could ſpeak, 
When from its lid a pearly tear 
Ran trinkling down her beatiteous cheek. 


Diſſembling what I knew too well; 
My love, my life, ſaid I, explain 

This change of humour; prithee tell: 

That falling tear what does it mean 


dhe ſigh'd, ſhe ſmil'd, and to the flow'rs 
Pointing, the lovely moraliſt ſaid, 

See, friend, in ſome {ew fleeting hours, 
See yoader, what a change is made. 


Ah me! the biooming pride of May 

And that of beauty are but one; 

At morn both flouriſh bright and gay, 
Both ſed at evenings pale and gone. 


At 
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At dawn poor Stella danc'd and ſung, 
The am'rous youth around ber bow'd; 
At night her fatal knell was rung; 
I ſaw, and k:fs'd her in her ſnrowd. 


Such as ſhe is, who dy'd to day, E 
Such I, alas ! may be to-morrow ; | 
Go, Damon, bid thy muſe diſplay 
Ihe juſtice of thy Chloe's forrow, 


In 

Ot 

Re 

« My love, (I ſaid) ſupprefs the ſigh, D 

« The tender, ſympathetic tear, 

« 'Thy virtues make thee fit to die; WW. » 
44 0 let me diſſip te thy care. 1 V 
B 

A 

C 

S 

F 

( 

( 

\ 


cc Thy Damon will the hours employ 
« To make his love with thine accord ; 
« Thy tender heart ſhall reap freſh joy, 
6 For virtue is its own reward.“ 


THE CONTENTED MAN. 


THE man that's contented is void of a F 


care, ; 
He far over-tops en d of fear, 
A mind that's ſerene, and a body in health, 


Gires à man all the pleaſures and grandeur. d 
wealth. 


LIVERPOOL SONGSTER. 101 


Laſt day I went out with a heart full of joy, 
Which nothing but vice, or ſharp pain, could 
annoy 3 | 
The firſt that I met was a miſer, whoſe gloom 
Shew'd a ſoul that was muddy, and ftraiten'd 
. in room. 


In Britain's fair iſland there's none to be ſeen, 
Of more ſullen, ſelfiſh, and ſordid a mien; 
Regardleſs of honour, a ſlave to his gold, 
23 young, and contemned of the 
0 * 


The next that I met was a profliate aſs, 

Whoſe brains were of cork, and his forehead 
of braſs ; | 

By game he was galloping thro? his eſtate, 

And mis'ry attended his ſad ſinking fate. 


O place me, kind Heav'n ! in what ſtation you 


pleaſe, 
So my body's in health, and my foul be at eaſe, 
By command of myſelf, independent and free, 
Contentment ſhall ſtill be 2 pleaſure to me. 


O rather in a cottage may I be 
With roots the moſt 9 coarſeſt 
.. brown bread, 5 
Then to riot with luxury, fopp'ry and vice, 
They're the loſs of contẽntment, too precious + 


* - _ 
* — 
„ ” * LS 2 . . 0 
5 " * 1 0 „ ww 0 - « % Loet 
* . . 
* 
__ . 
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Let rakes ramble after their harlots and wine, 

Till with diſeaſe all palſi'd 2 caccalll 
dwine ; 

Grow old while they're young, and have 
waſted their ſtore, 

While the vot'ries of Virtue are blythe at 
fourſcore. 


The thunder may roar, and the 3 
make 
The ocean to boil, and the foreſt to ſhake; 
The lightnings may flaſh; and the rocks may 
rent; 


But nothing can ruſe the mind that's content. 
I his world is well freighted with wonders in 


ſtore, 


And we're ſent into it to think and explore; 


And when the due ſummons ſhall call us away, 
No more's to be faid, but contented obey. 


= 


s ON 6. 
Br F. 4. 
MUSIC COMPOSED BY MR. CAMIDGE., 


HO? grandeur reigris with ſplendid pow't, 
Alluring ſcenes day {1 delight; 

Yet ah! how ſweeter far the bow*r 
Where Innocence and Love unite. 


How 


22 


Vt, 
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How ſweet-to taſte the mutual bliſs, 


In rural ſolitude enjoy d, | 
Where ſoft harmonious ſtrains confeſs 
\ Thoſe facred raptures unannoy d. 


Where virtue deigns to hear the ſwain 
With warmth his ardent paſſion tell; 


The nymph nor fears to ſoothe his pain, 


Secure where love and virtue dwell. © 


Ah! give me then the ſhade, 
The favor'd ſcene of her I love; 
Be ev'ry anxious fear allay'd, 
For grandeur's charms no more can move; 


>, This ſong was written in Vauxhall Gardens. 


$ O N G. 


 » TARRY HERE WITH ME AND LOVE, 


STR AY not to thoſe diſtant ſcenes, 
From thy comfort do not rove ; 

Tarry in thoſe peaceful glens— 

Tread the quiet paths of love. 
Is not this ſequeſter'd ſhade 

Richer than the proud alcoye ? 
Tatry in this peaceful ſhade— 

Tarry here with me and love. 
No. 4. D Liſter, 
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Liften to the wood-lark's note 
| Liften to the cooing dove; 
Hark ! the-thruſh's mellow note, 
All uniting carol love. 

See the limpid brooks around, 
Winding thro” the vari'd grove ; 
This is 's fairy ground— 
Tatry here with me and love. 


in the Exchange, Liverpool, in Thurſday 
the 4th of June, 1789. 
GLEE any CHORUS, Dr. Cooke. 


GLEE. 


Y 3 
Return with pleaſure ſparkling in thine eye. 
Goddeſs of health, return and ſee 
Britannia's King reſtor d to thee. 


Crorvus. 
Goddeſs of health, return and ſee 
Britannia's King reſtor'd to thee. 


GLEE, ” 


The following Glee and Chorus, with an Over- 
ture, were ſung at the Ball and Promenade, © 


RETURN, return, gay daughter of the 


* 
ö 


BEB. 
EE. 


| WIEN freedom was baniſh'd from Greece 
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GLEE. 

Ah! leave him not again forlorn, 

For thee to ſigh, for to mourn : 
But ſafely keep, and hourly ſhed 
Thy choiceſt bleſſings on his Head. 

Cnonus. 
God Save the King. Amen. 


: 

N 
| 
N 
l 


| ** 


OVERTURE, Hands. 
SONG, Mr. MExeDitH. 


and from Rome, 
And wander'd neglected in ſearch of a home; 
Jore _ to fix her, where long ſhe might 
tand 
Turn'd the globe round about to examine each 
land; Bs: 
With nice circumſpeRion he viewed the whole 
ball, | | 
And weigh'd in his balance the merit of all ; 
*Ften quicly determin'd that England alone, 
Was the ſpot moſt adapted for Liberty's 


throne, 
D 2 Gay 


06 


ay Momus inſiſted no place was more fit, 

han the iſland of Freedom for true Attic wit; 

And "= confeſs'd, if *twere pleaſing to 
ove 

She could wiſh to make England the Empire 

of Love; ; | 
nen 13 loudly ſtepp'd from his Miſtreſs's 
ide 

And _ that the Britons in arms ſhould pre- 
ide ; 15 

While Bacchus deelar'd that each heart- cheer- 
ing juice, 

For the uſe of true Engliſhmen he would pro- 

duce. | 
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To render complete all the bleſſings now paſt, 
And provide that they might to eternity laſt; 
*T was reſolv'd, that a toaſt ſhould that inſtant 
be given, | 
And drank in full bumpers of nectar thro' 
beav'n; 
This toaſt of the Gods was, and mark it ye free. 
May GEORGE and his BRITONS FOR 
EVER AGREE ;' 
By their enemics then they ſhall always be 
fear'd, 
And with wine, wit, and beauty inceſſantiy 
___ Cheer'd, 


SONG, 
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M AY, the Mother of Love. 
: A SONG. 


THE-xirgin, when ſoften'd by May, 
Attends to the villager's vows, 
The biids fondly bill on the (pray, 


And poplars embrace with their boughs, 


On Ida bright Venus may reign, 

Ador'd for her beauty above; 

We ſhepherds that dwell on the plain, 
Hail May, as the Mother of Love. 


From the Weſt, as it wantonly blows, 
Fond Zephyr careſſes the vine; 
The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, 
And willows and Noodbines entwine; 
The pinks by the tivulet's ſide, 
That border the vernal alcove, 
Bend downward, and kiſs the ſoft tide, 
For May is the Mother of Love. 


May tinges the butterfly's wing, 
He flutters in bridal array ; 

If the larks and the linnets now ſing, 
Their muſic is taught them by May. 
The ftuck-dove, recluſe with her mate, 

Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove, 
And, murmuring, ſeems to repeat, 


That May is the Mother of Love. 


D 3 
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he goddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, 


Ye virgins, be ſportive and gay; 
t your pipes, oh ! ye ſhepherds in tune, 
For muſic muſt welcome the May 
ould Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen anguiſh remove, 
him tell her foft tales, and he']l find 
That May is the Mother of Love. 


a £8 * — 


s O N,G. 
BY LORD LYTTLETON. 


nE "FEW hours are almoſt paſt, 

That part my love and me; 
My longing eyes may hope at laft 

I heir only wiſh to ſce. 

But how, my Delia, will you meet 
. on ou*ve loft ſo long ? 
* ll Jove in all your pulſes beat, 
And tremble on your tongue 1 


Wil) you in ex ry look declare 
' Your heart is ſtill the ſame, 

And heal each idly anxious care, 
Our fears i in abſence frame: ? 


Thus 
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Thus, Delia, thus I paint the ſcene, 
n | 
And try what yet remains between 2 
Of loit'ring time the cheat. 


But if the dream that ſoothes my mind 
Shall falſe and groundleſs prove ; 
If I am doom'd at length to find 
You have forgot to love; 
All I of Venus aſk is this, 
No more to let us join, 
But grant me here the flatr'ring bliſs, 
To die and think thee mine. 


8 ON S. 
THE BRITISH FAIR. . 


Sung by Mrs. Arne, ot Vaurbell. 


DHCEBUS meaner themes diſdaining, 

P To the lyriſt's call repair, 

And the ſtrings to rapture ſtraining, 
Come, and praiſe the Britiſh fair. 

Chiefs throughout the land viQorious, 
Born to conquer and to ſpare, 

Were not gallant, were not glorious, 

Dr "4g 

4 
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All the works of worth or merit, 
Which the ſans of art prepare, 

Have no plealure, life, or ſpirit, 
But as borrow'd from the fair. 


Reaſon is as weak as paſſion, 
But if you for truth declare, 
Worth and manhood are the faſhion, 
Favour'd by the Britiſh fair. 


A NEW SONG, 


New Phcebus gilds the orient ſkies, 
The lark begins the lay, 
The ſon'rous horn bids ſportſmen riſe, 
To hail the new-born day : : 
ſound | 


ound, 
While diftant hills return it all around. 


O'er hill and o'er dale, 
Over ditches or pale, 
As ſwift as the wind we purſ 
The fox or the hare, — 
Or the ſwift-footed deer, 
No matter what ſport is in view. 
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Whilſt hills are decik'd with azure hue, 
The fields enamell'd fee, 

The thorns array'd in ſpangling dew, 
All's youth and jollity. 


Whilſt from each neighb'ring ſhady grove, 
The bounding fawns advance, 


And wait for thee, the god of love, 
To hail the chearful dance. 


My * maid, then come away, 
the plains be ſeen ; 
No 4 dear Cleora, ſtay, 
But grace the fmiling ſcene. 


— ä —m_—__—_—_ 
s 0 N G. 


Set by Mr. BacLEr. 


Y Sukey, while I fondly 
M On al che H al 


Where ſhall 1 fix my rig? 
Thine eyes, the little ftars of ere, 
twinkle 


By ev'ry ſparkling prove, 
That there's the ſeat of bliſs, 


5 
D6 
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But ſoon to theſe a rival's found, 5 
In either cheek's bright (welling round, 
Where all the morning. glows ; 3 
Who would not wiſh on them to dwell, 
Who would not wiſh to taſte and ſmell, 
| The lilly and the roſe ? | | 


Yet moſt thy pretty mouth invires 
The fulleft vintage of delights 
And worthieſt to be preſt ; 
My lips quick know their deſtin'd ſphere, 
And while they gather nectar there, 
My eyes kiſs all the reſt. 


S O NG. 
Mr. Hax woon, My ufic Hall. 


| TH: buſy bees from bow'r to bow ſs 
In ſportive mazes play; 
They rifle ev'ry blooming flow'r, 

And ſip the ſweets of May. 
So Damon once was blithe and free, 
fins drank the ſweets of liberty. 


With 
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With am'rous notes the feathet'd throng, 
Do ſerenade the grove, — — 
And ſtraict theit little throats in ſn gg 
To liberty and love. = 
So Damon once was bike aud free, he 
And tun'd his reed to liberty. 1 ELL 


Dauntleſs he marr'd the ſhafts of loves 1 
And rov'd from fair to fai: 22 
Till Chloe ftray'd this? Dunes grove, 4 4 
And caught him in her ſnare. 
„No more the-rover's blithe and free, 
" She robb'd him of his liberty. „ 


Return again; my Jovely fair, 
Return to grace the plain, 

And heal the wounds of love-fraught care; 4 
And eaſe the ſhepherd's pain. 

Then bleſs'd with gentle ſmiles from thee, ' 

He'll ne'er regret ſoft liberty. 


My 
* 
F * 161 » 


. 1 


Y E i anne Hui en | 
Without the kind warmthof briſk. Jollicy's 


ray, 
With whining and pining, look thim as a rat, 


Accept the ſpect ballam of laugh and be fat.” 
Sg: vt Or 


| 
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| Of excellent virtue, lis well known to eure 
| Mott ills that the body and mind do endure; 


| The miſer he frets, tho' immenſe is his ftore : 
And pines becauſe Fortune bas given no more: 
He's never contented, but always wou'd ſcrat, 


| While N be fat, 


| Now come ye brifk ſouls and affift me to draw, 

| And lengthen the chorus of Ha, ha, ha; 

| CO Een Es we for 

| For till we're reſolved to laugh and be fat, 

; ; , 4 . 
Cx 

ANACREON ON HIMSELF. 


HEN I drain the roſy bowl 


exhilarates my ſoul z 
To the Nine I raiſe my ſong, 
Ever fair and ever young. 


When I drink Pr Fd 
Jolly Bacchus, ever gay,“ hos 


weine, 
1 ; 
Sweet, ſequeſter'd, and ſerene, ; 


When 1 drink the bowl 
Richeft flagrance flowing round, 
And ſome lovely — 
Venus then inſpires the ſtrain ; 


When from goblets deep and wide, 
I exhauſt the gen'rous tide, _. 
All my ſoul unbends I play,. 
Gamelome with the young and gay- 


A NEW FAVORITE 
_ HUNTING SONG. 


ET 
Ne RG {4 
The death of a hare ev ry tranſport can yi 


16 


l. 252 


 s 1 


© 4 


cof thi 
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Then, ** 8 of ſports ſo divine d 
Since we both of a pleaſure partake, 


_— agrees haſt ich nature, your paſtime 


| I vice . vou make a heart ache. 


| You fix all your pleaſure in death's ſatal dart, 
And with numbers the victim purſue, 
I preſs on with ardour, to one gentle heart, 
| With happineſs ever in view. 
| Love* : n embitter · d by anguiſh, per- 
plex, 
| Yet with fond expectation delight; 

But you torture the foreft, and wonderful vex, 
| At the life of a wretch ſav'd by flight. 


Uf man, lordiy man, made to traverſe the field, 
| T'o conqueſt and horior lays claim, 
PTis via” ry &'er foes that true honor will 1. 
And point out the paſſage to fame; 

But you arm'd at all points, like a hero prepare, 
1o frighten the covey hard by, 

pow e champion exults 11 the death of 4 


Or looks fad if by chance be ſhould fy. 


Then love $ foher paſſion my ſenſes engage, 


let ſuch 1} ter ue, | 
2 ns "I" — 5 ob ertaken by 


age, 
Fl tell of the tranſports I knew. 


No 
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No reſemblance ſhall rufle, TIl calmly e- 


W mal aur anguiſh increaſe, 
Univerſal humanity ſtill be it thine, 
To conduct to the — af pears, 


s ON G, 
The Wooden Walls of Old England: 


Sung by Mr, DanrLey. 


WW HEN Britain on her 8 
Her white rob'd Druids 
What aid, ſhe cried, ſhall I implore ? 
What beſt defence - hoy wa 20 
Hoftile nations round 


The m 3 . 
And view thine iſle with envious eyes; | 
I beir threats defy, their rage deride : 
Nor fear invaſion from your adverſe Gauls g 
Britain's beſt bulwarks are ber wooden | 


Thine oaks deſcending to the 


main, 
With floating forts ſhall ftem the tides, 
Aſſerting Britain's liquid reign, 


Where'er her ms _y rides, 


Ne 


| 
| 
| 
N 
| 
| 
( 
0 


1 


ao rue r 
Not leſs to peaceful arts inclin'd, 


Where commerce opens all her ſtores, 
In ſocial bands ſhall league mankind, * 

And jnin. the fea-divided ſhotes. T” BY 
Spread, then, thy ſails where naval glory calls, 0 
Britain's beft bulwarks are her wooden walls. 


Hail, happy iſle ! what tho? thy vales, 
No vine impurpi'd tribute yield, 

Nor fann'd with odour-breathing gales, 
Nor crops ſpontaneous glad the field; 

Yet liberty rewards the toi! ; 

Of induftry to labour prene, 


+ Who jocund ploughs the graceful ſoil, 


And reaps the harveſt ſhe has ſown. 
While other realms tyrannic ſway enthralls, 
Britain's beſt bulwarks are her wooden walls. 


Thus ſpake the bearded ſeer of yore, 


In viſion wrapt, of Briton's fame, 
Ere yet Iberia felt her pow'r, 
Or Galia trembl'd at her name. 
*Ere yet Columbus-dar'd to explore 
New regions rifing from the main. 
From ſea to fea, from ſhore to ſhore, 
Bear then, ye winds, in ſolemn ſtrain, 
This ſacred truth an awe-ftruck word appals, 
Britain's beſt bulwarks are her wooden walls. 


SONG. 
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9 ks THE HAPPY FIRGIN. 

HO happy a ſtate does the virgin poſſeſe, 
Whoſe innocent boſom no troubles diſa 
treſs |! 

She's ever briſk, airy, good-humour'd, and gay, 
No cares to moleſt her by night or by day; 
No huſbanc controuls her, or croſſes her will, 
But o'er all her actions ſhe miſtreſs is ſtill; 
In freedom and pleaſure ſhe paſſes her life; 

If ſo happy a virgin, who would be a wife | 


No bantlings to teaze ber, or break her night's 
5 reſt, 
Wich peace and content all her moments ar 
bleſt, 
She ſleeps till *ris time in the morning to riſe, 
And ev'ry new day ſome new pleaſure ſu pplies; 
Surrounded abroad by a croud of ſmart beau 
Who are proud to attend her wherever ſhe 
goes; 
Mbout her they ſwarm like the bees to thei 
hives ; 
It fo happy when virgins, who then would b 
wives! 


18 
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Let thewife boaſt of conjugal bliſs if ſhe pleaſe, 


Bought at the expence of her freedom and eaſe; L 
FR by her cares, ſtill at home ſhe muſt | 
ay, | 
Sar" abroad we can range to park, ball, and 1 
play. 


3 f 
And when we return, we've no huſbands to L. 


fear, 5 
To teaze us, and vex us, and tire out our lives; C 
If fo happy when virgins, who then would be 
wives? A 
a 1 
L 
S O NG. 5 
f SET TO MUSIC BY Mx. WEBBE, \ 
RECITATIVE. 
YE powers who taught my artleſs ſighs 
A kinder heart to gain, 
Teach me the bleſſing ſtill to prize, 
And, as I prize, maintain. 


Alx. 


* 
„ 
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| AIR. 
Let kind attention, pleaſing ag 
O'er all my 7 p 
And love in ev'ry glance 

And ev Ty action guide. 


If erer a cloud'of peeviſh ſpleen 
Our brighter hours o'ercaſt, 
Let fancy quickly ſhift the ſcene 
To fond nn paſt. 


Oer ev'ry joy our breaſts have felt - 
Let faithful "ry rove, 

And teach the hard'ning heart to melt 
With recolleced love. 


Thus ev'ry flow'r, which form'd the wreath 
To Hymen's feſtive chain, 

Pninjur'd fragrance ſtill ſhall breathe, 
And ev'ry charm retain. 


Thus while our hearts delighted prove . 
Our envy'd bliſs ſecure, 


We'll bvaft the joys of wedded love 


As permanent as Pure. 


— 


1 
S ON G. 
Hr I a heart for falſpood fram' J, 


1 ne'er could injure you: 
F or tho? your tongue, no promiſe claim” d, 
N gur charms would make me true. 
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To you no ſoul ſhall bear deceit, 


No ft offer wrong: 


ranger 
| But friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 


Aid lovers in the young. 


But when they learn that you have bleſt 
Another with your heart, 

They'll bid aſpiring paſſion reſt, 
And act a brother's part. 


Then, lady, dread not here deceit, 
Nor fear to ſuffer wrong : 

For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 
And brothers in the young. 


Ss O N G, Hool. 
Mr. Haxwoop, Muſic Hall. 


JR OVEE, Britannia, warlike throng, 


Sound the trumpet, ſtrike the lyre, 
Let the martial note and ſong, 
Martial ardour re-infpire , 
Peace, to Britain-ever dear, 5 
All her charms a while forego, 
Britons will no longer bear 
Inſults from her Sons foe, 
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Sound the trumpet ! ſound again 
Britain claims the martial ſtrain. 
See bright honour rears its head, 
And, while glory leads the band, 
Awful war, with folemn tread, 
Stalks majeſtic through the land : 
Britons, ſcorning all diſmay, - 
With their banners in the air, 
Marching on, in dread array, 
Fiercely trample o'er deſpair. 
Sound the trumpet, &e. 


See! her nobles, and her ſwains, 
| . in war's alarms; 
See, around ! the tented plains, 
Bend beneath the weight of arms : 
Hear Britannia's thunder roll, 
See her fleets exulting go, 
See the ſubject, and the king, 
All unite to ftrike the blow. 
Sound the trumpet, &c. 


— 


K O N G, 
Miſs Newnan, Muſic Hall. 
MY Phillida, adieu, love 
farewell 


For evermore far ; 
Ah ! me—T've loſt my true love, 
And thus UI 11 ſing her knell. 


THE NE 


Ding, dong, ding, dong, ding, dong, 


Aly Phillida is dead, 
Fl flick a branch of willow, 
At my fair Phillis head. 


For my fair Phillida 
A bridal bed was. made, 
But 'itead of filks fo gay 
She in her ſhroud is laid. 
Ding, dong, &c. 


I'!] deck her tomb with flowers, 
The rareſt ever ſeen, 
And with my tears as ſhowers, 
I'll keep them freſh and green. 
Ding, dong, Oc. 


Inſtead of faireſt colours, 
Set forth with curious art, 
Her viſage it is painted 


On my diſtreſſed heart. 
Ding, dong, Ce. 


In ſable will I mourn, 
Black ſhall be iny weed; 
Ah me! I] am forlorn, 
Since Phillida is dead. 
Ding, dong, Q.. 


SONG, 


Ding, dong, &. 6. 


86 to-£Z 


LIVERPOOL SONGSTER. J28 
S O N ©, * Purcell. : 
Sung by Mr. Menzbipn at the Mufic-Hall. 


FORTH from my dark and diſmal cell, 

Or from the dark abyſs of hell, 
Mad Tom is come to view the world again, 
Jo lee if he can cure his diſtemper'd brain. 


Fears and cares oppreſs my fou! ! 

Hark! how the angry furies how! ; 
Piuto laughs, and Proſerpine is glad, 
Jo ſee poor angry Tom of Bediam mad. 


Thro' the world 1 wander night and day, 

To find my ſtraggling ſenfes; 
In an angry mood I met old Time, 
With his pentateuch of tenſes. 


When me he ſpies, away he flies, 

For Time will ſtay for no man ; 
In vain with cries I rend the ſkies, 
For pity is not common. 


Cold and comfortleſs I lie, 

Help! help! or elſe J die. 
Hark ! I hcar Apollo's team, 

The carman 'gins to whiſtle ; 
Chaſtæ Diana bends her bow, 

And the boar begins to briſtle,” 
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come, Vulcan, with tools and with tackle, 
And knock off my troubleſome ſhackle ; 


Bid Charles make ready his wain, 
To bring me my ſenſes again. 


In my triumphant chariot hurl'd, 
leu range around the world: 

| *Tis I, mad Tom, drive all before me, 
| While to my roval throne | come: 

| Bow down my. flaves, and adore me, 

| Your Sovereign Lora Mad Tom; 


What tho' I give law from beds of ſtraw, 

And dreſs'd in a tatter'd robe, 

A madman can be more monarch than he 
Who commands the vallal globe. 


$$ 0 . 
THE SIMILE. 
By Mr. R. Fexcuson. 


AT Noon tide, as Colin and Silvia lay, 
Within a cool jeſſamine bow'r, 
A butterfly, wak'd by the heat of the day, 
Was ſpping the juice of each flow'r. 


Near 
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Only while we love, we live, 

Love alone can pleaſure giv. 

Pomp and pow'r, and tinſel ſtate, 
Thoſe falſe pageants of the great; 
Crowns and ſceptres, envied things, 
And the pride of eaſtern kings ; 

Are but chiidiſh, empty toys, 
When compar'd to love's ſweet joys. 
Love alone can pleaſure give, 

Only while we love, we live. 


Sung by Mr. Arrowſmith, at Vauxhall. 
EVERY ONE'S LIKING. 


WHEN kind friends expect a ſong, 
| Something new and ſtriking : 
Surely he can ne'er be wrong, 

| Who gives each his liking. 


Patriots like to get a place, 
The courtiers theirs to keep ; 
Country 'ſquires to drink and chace, 
And cits to eat and ſleep; 
„ Parſons 
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Parſons like a Biſhopric, 
Gamblers like to bubble”; 
Doctors like to ſee friends fick, 
Lawyers theirs in trouble. 


Soldiers like both peace and pay, 
When fighting is no more; 
Sailors like a road to ſtray, 
For gold to waſh aſhore. 


Ruddy bullies like to bluſter, 
Pale beaux to ſeem polite ; 
Train- band Captains like a muſter 
But neither like to fight. 


Ladies like —a thouſand things, 
But yet it were not well; 
He who for his pleaſure ſings, 
Should all their likings tell. 


S O NG. 


THE SONS OF NEPTUNE. 
JV HAT cheer, brother tars ! our toils are 


all o'er, 


The hiah foaming billows diſturb us no more; 
Rude Boreas now ruffles the ocean in vain, 
We are clcar of the danger attending the main, 
Now each honeſt heart take his bottle and lals, 
For life is a moment that quickly will pals. 


2 
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Since life's but a moment, how ſenſeleſs are 
they | 

Who loiter and trifle that ſhort ſpace away ? 

We will, my brave boys, our time nobly em- 
ploy 

For in women and wine are the charms that 
ne'er cloy : 

Our hours, then, in freedom and pleaſure we'll 


paſs, 


And our care will he loſt betwixt love and our 


glaſs. 


Can the politic ſtateſmen, tho? ever ſo great, 
Be free from the cares and the tumults of ſtate ? 
Or can they, like ſeamen, enjoy whilethey live, 
The pleaſure that honour and honeſty give ? 
'Tis out of their ſphere, conſcience wil in- 


terlore, 


pt liquor and love are our anchor and 1 


s ON G. 
DEATH OR LIBERTY. 


WHILST happy in my native land, 
| boaſt my country's charter; 3 


Vil never baſely lend my hand, 
Her liberties to barter : 
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The noble mind is not at all, 
By poverty degraded; 
'Tis guilt alone can make us fall, 
And well I am perſuaded, 
Each freeborn Briton's ſong ſhall be, 
Or, give me death, or liberty ! 
Or, give me death, &c. 


Tho' ſmall the power which fortune grants, 
And few the gifts ſhe ſends us; 

The lordly hireling often wants, 
That freedom which defends us; 

By law ſecur'd from lawleſs ſtriſe, 
Our houſe is our caſtellum ; 

Thus bleſs'd with all that's dear ia life, 
For lucre ſhall we ſell em? 

No, ev'ry Briton's ſong ſhall be, 

Or, Give me death, or liberty : 

Or, Give me death, &c. 


SQ NN (GG. 
V HILE others barter eaſe for ſtate, 


And fondly aim at growing great, 
Let me, with roſy cha;Jets crown'd) 
Stretch'd on the low'r-enamel'd ground, 
T he grape's nectartous juices quaff, 
Alternate fing, and love, and laugh. 


nts, 
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Already ſee the purple juice 


Reſplendent o'er my cheek diffuſe 


A ſecond youth! — Again the bowl 
With warm defires inflames my ſoul. 


Quickly, ah ! quickly muſt I leave 
Ide joys which wine and beauty give; 
Soon muſt I quit my wonted mirth, 
And mingle with my parent earth ; 
Where kings, diveſted of their ſtate, 


Wich flaves ſuſtain a common fate. 


Let chen the preſent hour be mine, 
Bleft in the joys of love and wine ; 
Come, ye virgin throng, advance, 


And mingle in the fprightly dance; 
| To the lyre's enchanting ſound 


Nimbly tread the blithe ſome round; 
While the genial bowl inſpires 
Soft delight, and gay deſires. 


— — —— WCäPã 2 


A FAVORITE SONNET 
ON FRIENDSHIP. 


DISTILL'D amidft the gloom of night, 

Dark hangs the due-drop on the thorn, 
'Till notic'd by approach of light, 
It glitters in the ſmuile of morn, 


Morn 
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Morn ſoon retires ; her feeble powꝰr 
The ſun outbeams with genial ray, 

And gently, in benignant hour, 
Exhales the liquid pearl away. 


Thus, on affliction's ſable bed, 
Deep ſorrows riſe, of ſaddeſt hue, 
Condenfing round the mourner's head, 
They bathe the cheek with chilling dew. 


Tho' pity ſhews her down from heav'n 


When, kind, ſhe points aſſiſtance near, 
To Friendſhip's ſun alone *tis giv'n 
To ſoothe, and dry the mourner's tear. 


— — * ” ® 


S O N G, 
YOUNG LUBIV. 
Sung in the Carnival of Venice. 


YOUNG Lubin was a ſhepherd boy, 

Fair Roſalie a ruſtic maid ; 

They met, they ov, each other's joy, 
Together o'er the hills they ſtray d. 


Their parents ſaw, and bleſs'd their love, 
Nor would their happineſs delay; 
To-morrow's down their blits ſha!l prove, 
T 0-morrow be their wedding dag. a 
5 Wen 


| 
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' When as at eve, beſide the brook, _ 
Where ſtray d their flocks, they fat and 
[/ ſmil'd, 
One luckleſs lamb the current took, 
'T was Roſalie's—ſhe ftarted wild. 


Run,. Lubin, run, my fav'rite ſave ; 

Too fatally the youth obey d: 

He ran, he plung'd into the wave, 
To give the little wand' rer aid. 


I But ſcarce he guides him to the ſhore, 
| When faint and ſunk young Lubin dies; 
Ah Roſalie ! for ever more, 

In this could grave thy lover lies. 


On that lone bank—Oh ! till be ſeen, 
Faithful to grief, thou hapleſs maid ; 

And with ſad wreaths of cypreſs green, 
For ever ſoothe thy Lubin's ſhade. 


— ——— ?.. 


1 The Sailor be fears not the Roar of the Seas. 
A FAVORITE NEW SONG. 


THE Sailor he fears not the roar of the ſeas, 
But with courage all danger ſurmounts, 
Deer his biſcuit and can he repoſes at cale, 
And with pleaſure each action recouats. 
Con tented 


hen 
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Contented the ſoldier in dreadful campaign, 
Feels bleſs'd *midſt the thunder of war; 

Nor envies the ſailor, who ploughs the deep 

main, 


Any prize, but the gain of a ſcar, 


In Liberty's cauſe, may the battles they're 


fought, 
With freedom and peace be repaid ; 
In the terrors of war, may th' honors they've 
ſought, 
Gain them laurels that never may fade. 


. 
Sung by Mr. Johxs roxk. 


HO bright are the joys of the table, 
I mean when the cloth is remov'd, 
Our hearts are faſt held by a cable, 
While round the decanter is ſhov'd 
The ladies all riſe to retire, 
We ftand up and look very grave, 
A bumper, then draw round the fire, 
Determin'd like fouls to behave. 
4 bumper, a bumper, ay 
N J 


R 


F 
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3 My ſervant he knows I'm a toper, 
; Clean glaſſes of wine a recruit, 
cep | He briogs in a fix bottle cooper, 
And places it cloſe at my foot. 
I gingerly take up a bottle, 
The ſaw duſt I puff from his coat; 


re The cork out he ſin 


in the throttle, 
But ſweeter than 


his note. 
The cork ont, Oc. 


What gentleman coffee now chuſes, | 
The compliment comes from the fair, 
No gentleman coffee refuſes, | 
But not a man ftirs from his chair: 
Tho? Frenchmen may do ſo I bar it, 
With Britiſh politencſs I think, _ 
While Monſieur we thank for bis claret, 
He never ſhall teach us to drink. 
While Monficur we, &c. 


Gay Hebe now ſhews in Apollo, 
A ſtruggle *twixt claret and wit 

For Bacchus inſiſts he ſhall ſwallow 

| Six bumpers before he may fit: 

Ye fair, why ſo ill ſhould we treat you, 
To part ere the battle is won, 

At ſupper Apollo ſhall meet you, 
And ſhew you what Bacchus has done. 

At ſupper Apollo, Cc. 


ve 


No. 58. E .- SONG: 


FAIR ROSALIE. 


— 


A Sequel to Young Luzin, page 135. 
BY MR. RICHARDSON. 


ON that lone bank where Lubin died, 
| Fair Roſalie, a wretched maid, 
Sat weeping o'er the cruel tide, 
Faithful to her Lubin's ſhade. 
© Oh! may ſome kind, ſome gentle wave 
Waft him to this mournful ſhore ; 
Theſe tender hands ſhould make his grave, 
And deck his corpſe with flowers o'er. 


< I'dever watch his mould'ring clay, ; 

And pray for his eternal reſt : 
W hen time his form has worn away, 

His duſt I'd place within my breaſt.” 
While thus fhe mourn'd her Lubin loſt, 

And echo to het grief reply'd, 
Lo, at her feet his corpſe was toſt 

She _ ! ſhe claſp'd him, ſigh'd, and 
| ied !. | a 
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S O N G. 
THE ADIEU, 


FAREWELL to the meads and the fields, 
Where late ſo delighted I rov'd, 
Farewell ev*ry ſweet nature yields, 
I've loſt the dear charmer I lov'd ! 


Farewel! the delights of the ſpring, 
In beauty and health ever new 

No more in your praiſe ſhall I fing, 
For Strephon thus bids you adieu! 


For ever farewell to the ſhade, 

Where to Delia I tender'd my love; 
For ever farewell to the glade, 

Where ſhe did my paſſion approve. 


Farewell to the hill and the dale, 
To the grot and each paſtoral view, 
Yoar charms can no longer prevail, 
And Strephon thus bids you adieu! 


No more in the morning ſo gay, 

Shall Strephon trip over the lawn, 
No more fing his carols to May, 
Or rejoice-in th” approach of the dawn. 


12 
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For Delia, alas ! is no more, 
My Delia ſo conſtant and true, 


Her loſs I ſhall ever deplore,— 
For ever, fot ever, adieu! 


SON G, Compoſed by Mr. Wilton. 
Miſs Harwoop, Muſic Hall. 


TYEAR is my little native vale, 

5 The ring-dove builds and warbles there, 
Cloſe by my cot ſhe tells her tale 
To ev*ry paſſing villager ; 

The ſquirrel leaps from tree to tree, 

And ſhells his nuts at liberty. | 


In orange groves, and myrt'e boy 'rs, 
That breathe a gale of fragrance round, 
I charm the fairy-footed hours, 
Wich mv lov'd lute's romantic ſound z 
Or crowns of living laure! weave, 
For thoſe who win the race at eve. 


The.ſhepherd's horn at break of day, 
The ballet danc'd in twilight glade, 
The Canzonet, and Roundelay. 
Sung in the filent greenwocd ſhade 
Theſe ſimple joys that never fail, 
Shall bind me to my native vale. 


SONG. 


NG. 
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S O NG. 
THE BIRKS QF INVERMAY. 
Sung by Mrs. Baddeley, at Ranelagh. 


THE ſmiling morn, the blooming ſpring, 
Invite the cheartul birds to fing ; 

And, while they warble on each ſpray, 
Love melts the univerſal lay : 

Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 

Like them, improve the hour that fli 

And in ſoft raptutes waſte the day 

Among the Birks of Invermay. 


Far ſoon the winter of the year, 
And age, life's winter, will 
At this thy living bloom will fade, 
As that will {trip the verdant ſhade : 
Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, 
The feather'd ſongſters are no more 
And when they droop and we decay, 


Adieu the Birks of invermay. 


Behold the bills and vales around, 


With lowing berds and. flocks abound ; | 
The wanton kids and friſking lambs 
Gambol aud dance about their dams ; 


E 3 
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The buſy bee, with humming noiſe, 
And all the reptile ind rejoice : 

Let us, like them, then ſing and play, 
About the Birks of Invermay. 


S ON G. 
THE SAILOR. RELIEF. 
(Tuns—Come liflen to my ditiy. 


New ſafe moor'd, with bowl before us, 
Meſſmates heave a hand with me, 
Lend a brother ſailor chorus, 
While he ſings our lives at ſea : 
O'er the wide wave-ſwelling ocean, 
Toſs d aloft, or tumbled low 
As to fear, tis all a notion, 
When our time's come, we mult go. 


| _ (Tunz—Life is chequered.) 
Hark ! the boatſwain hoarſely bawling, 
By top- ſail ſheets and haul-yards ſtand, 


Down top-gallants, down be hauling, 
Down your ſtay-ſails, hand boys, hand; 


Nay 


2 
1 


„ ĩ AY 
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| Now ſet the braces, C'S 
| Don't make wry faces, 
But the lee top-ſail ſheets let go, 

Starboard here, 

Larboard there, 

Turn your quid, 

Take a ſwear, 

Yo! yo! yo! 


(Firſt Tune again.) 

Oh, ye landſmen, idly lying 

All along-fide beauty's charms, 
Safe in ſoft beds, ſeas defying, 

Free from all but love's alarm's. 
White on billows, billows rolling, 

Death appears in every form, 
On no ladies laps we're lolling, 

No kind kiſs can calm the ſtorm. 


But loud peals on peals are claſhing, 
Through rift rocks the ſhrill wind ſhrieks; 
In our eyes fierce lightping flaſhing, 
Scorch the fails, and ſtench the decks. 
Burſting clouds upon us pouring, 
Black o'erſpread the face of day, 
| Burying ſeas in whirlpools roaring, 
, Fiery flies the ſparkling ſpray. 
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High the toſſing tempeſt heaves us, 
Tow'rds the pole aloft we go, 

While the clouds ſeem to receive us, 
Dreadful yawns the gulph below. 

In that dark deep, down, down, down, down, 
Down we fink frum ſight of ſky, 

By the ſwe'l as inſtant up thrown, | 
Hark ! what means yon diſmal cry 


The foremaſt's » yells ſome ſad tongue 
 OFer the 1 feet bove —_— 

A leak beneath the cheſtree's ſprung out, 
Call all hands to clear the wreck. 

Quick the lannyards cut in pieces, | 
Come, my hearts, be ſtout and bold, 

Plumb the well, the leak increaſes— 
Four feet water's in the hold. 


Worſe and worſe, the wild winds tearingy 
Warring waves around us foam, ) 
For the worſt, while we're preparing, 
Nature ſhrinks, and ſighs for home. 
In their little liſping ftrain, 2 
playing, 


As round mother's knees they're 


Daddy ſopn will come again. 


(Ton 


| 
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{Tung—Early one morn a jolly young tar.) 
If we muſt die, why die we muſt, 
* is a birth in which all muſt belay mun. 
When our debt's due, for death won't truſt, 
Then all hands be ready to pay mun. 
As to life's ſtriking its flag, never fear, 
Our cruize is out, that's all my brother, 
In this world we've luff d it up, thus, and no 
near, 


80 let's ſhip ourſelves off for another. 


(Firſt tune again.) 

Overboard the guns be throwing, 

To the pumps come ev'ry hand, 
See her mizen maſt is going, 

On the lee beam lies the land, 
Riſing rocks appear before us, 

Hopeleſs, yet for help we call, 
Ev'ry ſea breaks fatal o'er us, 

To the ſtorm's fell power we fall. 


Now diſmay, with aſpect horrid, 
Swell. each ſleepleſs eye with tears: 
And deſpair, with briſtly forehead, 
On each bloodleſs face appears. 
Sadly we view the ruthleſs wave! 
O'erwhelmiog ſeas roll mountains high; 
The ſwell comes on, our watery grave,— 
Hark ! what means yon happy cry! 


E 5 The 
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The leak we've found, it cannot pour faſt, 
We've lighten'd her a foot or more ; 

Up and rig a jury fore-maſt, | 

She rights, rights, boys, wear off ſhore, 

Now, my hearts, we're ſafe from ſinking, 


We'll again lead ſailors lives; 
Come, the cann boys, let's be drinking, 
To our ſweethearts, and our wives. 


* 


S ON 8. 
ROD NET. VICTORY. 


Riday in the morning of April the twellth, 
For ev'er be recorded, the glorious Eighty- 


two 
Great Rodney did diſcern, with artful ſtealth, 
The lofty fleet of France that from him flew; 
All _ Ul he cry'd, ſpread ey'ry ſwelling | 


wn 
See, ſee the Monſieur flies, he fears we ſhall 
prevail : | 
Let ev'ry man ſupply his gun; 
Follow me, you ſhall fee, 
That the battle it will ſoon be won. 


De 


No ev'ry gallant mind to yict'ry did aſpire. 
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De Grafſe, who on the main indignant roll'd, 
Fear'd to meet the gallant Rodney in combat 
on the deep, 4 
Though he Jed a mighty train of heroes bold, 
To fink the Engliſh admiral and his fleet: 


The bloody fight began, the ſea was all on fire, 

And mighty Fate ftood looking on, 
Whilſt a flood, all of blood, 

Thro' the dazzling Ville de Paris run. 


Sulphur, ſmoke, and fire, diſturbing the air, 

With thunder and wonder affright the 
Gallic fleet; 

Their vet'ran troqps on board, quite chill'd 

with fear, 

Try from our glorious admirals to retreat, 

At five 2 brave Hood again to drub them 

we", " 

And gave the ſecond blow the fatal gyerthrow, 

While death and horror equal reign : - 

Now, they cry, run or die, 

Britiſh colours ride the vanquiſh'd main. 


See, they fly amaz'd to rocks and ſands! 

Sure danger they graſp at to ſhun a greater 
fate: „ 

In vain for aid they cry to diſtant lands, 

The — ſea gods mourn their loſt 

Eitate, 


E 6 For 
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For W now prepare, thou mighty Paris 
ille, 


The voyage to England ſure thy monarch's 


| blood ſhall chill. 
Enough, thou mighty god of war! 
Now let's fing, bleſs the king 
Here's a health to ev'ry Britiſh tar. 


SONS. 
Sung by Miſs HARWwOO, Muſic Hall. 


RECITATIVE. 
RENEATH a Church yard yew, 


Decay'd, and worn with age, 
At duſk of eve, methought I ſpy'd, 
Poor Slender's Ghoſt, that whimp'ring cry'd 
Ob fweet ! Oh ſtueet Ann Page! 


AIR. 
Fe gentle bards give ear, 
Who talk of am'rous rage, 
| Who ſpoil the lily, rob the roſe, / 
Come learn of me to weep your woes, 
_ - Ob fert! Oh feet Anu Page ! 


Why 


d 


Why 
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Why ſhould ſuch labour'd ſtrains, 
Your formal Muſe engage. 

I never dreamt of flame or dart, 

That fir'd my breaft, or pier-*1 ay hone; 
But ſigh'd, Oh frweet Ann Page 

And ye, whoſe ſouls are held, 
Like linnets in a cage, 

Who talk of fetters, links, and chains, 

Atrend and imitate my rains, 
Oh feet ! Ob ſwert Ann Page! © 


And you who boaſt, or grieve, 

W hat horrid wars ye wage ; 
Of wounds receiv'd from n:any an eye, 
Yet mean as I do, when 1 ; By 

Oh ſweet ! Oh fweet Ann Page! 
Hence every fond conceit, 

Of ſhepherd. ur of ſage, 1 255 
»Tis Slender's voice, tis Slender's way 
Expreſſes all you have to ſay, 


Ob ſiuaet ! Ob ſibeet Ann Page ! $ 


— — — 


$ O N G. 


WITH Phcebus I often SY 
To feaſt on the charms of the ſpring, 
The fragrance to ſmell of the roſe, 
Or liſten to hear the birds ſing : 


2 a When 


132 u U. 
When linnets exalted their ſtrains, 


' The muſic enchanted my car; | 
* eyes too were bleſs'd on the plains 


Vith various ſweet bloums of the year. 


When Chloe ſhone ſmiling ſo gay, 

I there fix'd the ſcene of delight ; 
My thoughts ſhe engroſs'd all the day, 
| ſaw her in dreams all the night : 

Still muſing on Chloe I walk'd, 
My harveſt no more in my thought: 
Of nothing but Chloe I talk'd, 
Her ſmiles were the harveſt I ſought, 
No longer the warblers could pleaſe ; 
No longer the roſes look'd gay; 
For muſic, and ſweetneſs, and eaſe, 
Were loſt, if my love was away : 
1 tun'd to her beauties my lays, 
" I fludy'd each art that could move; 
She took the kind tribute of praiſe, . 
And paid it with fondneſs and love. 


| — 
The DISCONSOLATE SAILOR. 


7 HEN my money was gone that I gain'd 
W in the Wass, 


And the world gan to frown on my fate, 
What matter'd my zeal, or iny honored Sem, 


When indifference ſtood at each gate. 
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The face that would ſmile when my purſe was 
well lin'd, - 

222 DIO 

And whea I could nought but ingratit 

1 hied once again to the ſea. 


I thought it unwiſe to repine at m 
Or to bear with cold looks on 

So I pack'd up the trifling remnants T1 
And a trifle, alas ! was my ftore, 

A handkerchief held all the treaſure I had, 
Which over my „ I threw ; 


Away then I trug'd, with a heart rather fad, 
Te; join with jolly ſhip's crew. 


The ſea was leſs troubl'd by far than my wind, 
For when the wide main I ſurvey'd, 
EE INS the world was un- 
i 
And fortune a llippery jade. 


And * if once more, I could take her in 


3 \ _—_ the ungrateful ones ſee, 
That 13 turbulent winds and billows <ou'd 


More kindneſs than they did to me. 
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oe 
JRABELLA, or, Tus S15TERS. 


y oUNG Arabella, mamma's care, 

And ripe to be a bride, 

Had cherms a monarch might enſnare, 
But beauty mix'd with. pride; 

Had charms a monarch might enſnare, 
Bur beauty mix'd with pride. 

But ſtill to blaſt that happineſs, 
Her pride each lover cool'd, 

Ide number ot her ſlaves was leſs, 

And leſs the tyrant rul'd. 


Her ſiſter Charlotte, tho' not bleſt 

With beauty's potent ſpeil, 

The virtue's of the mind poſſeſt, 
And bore awey the bell; 

Kuights, car!s, and dukes, like ſummer flies, 
Around the maiden flew, 

They preſs'd to tell ten thouſand lies, 

As men are apt to do. 


P oor Arabella, vext to find, 
Her ſiſter made a wife ; 

Pretends to rail at all mankind, 
And praiſe a ſingle life, 


Fand 


. | Eg 
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Fond Celadon addreſs d the fair, 
Reſolv'd no time to loſe, | 

A youth with ſuch a ſhape and air, 

hat female cou'd refuſe. 

Like all the reſt he own'd his flame, 
His artleſs flame alone, 

The bluſhing maid confeſs'd the ane, 

The prieſt ſor ſoon made them ane. 


Ye virgin's Charlotte's plan purſue, 
Shun Arabella's fate ; 

Accept the man that's worthy you, 
Before it is too late, 


ld 


S O N G. 
MARY's DEATH AT SANDY's TOMB, 


SET TO MUSIC BY MR. RELFE. 


10 toll'd the ſtern bellman of night, 
When Mary dejected and 4 
To the turf had 40 direded her fligh 
W herein her cold lover lay 


How long, my lov'd Sandy, ſhe cry'd, 


Muſt my heart in lone „ 
How long ? till in death we re ally'd, 


And fate cannot part us again, 


1 


156 THE NEW 

Hark ! hark ! 'tis a voice from the tomb 

Mary, it cries, come away; 

Jo partake of thy lover's ſad doom, 
And reſt thee beſides his cold clay. 


J hear the kind call, and I come, 
Ye friends and companions, adieu! 
I haſte to my Sandy's dark tomb, 
To die on his boſom to true. 


I hear the kind call and obey; 
Ah! Sandy, receive me, the cried ; 
Then breathing a ſigh o'er his clay, 
She hung on his tomb-ſtone—and dy'd. 


A “ 


S O N G., 
THE SAILOR, DELIGHT. 


Sung by Mr. BaxxISsTER. 


FOME buſtle, buſtle, drink about, 
And let us merry be, 
Our can is full, we'll pump it out, 
And then ail hands to ſea : 
And a ſailing we will ga. 


Fine 
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Fine Miſs at dancing - ſchool is taught, 
The minuet to tread, 

But we go better when we've brought 
The fore-tack to cat-head. 


The Jockey's call'd to horſe to horſe, 
And ſwiftly rides the race, 
But ſwifter far we ſhape our courſe, 
When we are giving chace. 


When horns and ſhouts the Foreſt rend, 
His pack the huntſman cheers ; 

As loud we hollow when we fend 
A broadſide to Monſicurs. 


The What's their names, at uproar (quall, 
With muſe fine and (oft, 
But better ſounds our boatſwain's call, 
All hands, all hands alott. 


With gold and ſilver ſtreamers fine 
The ladies rigging ſhew, 

But Engliſh ſhips much grander ſhine, 
When prizes home we tow. 


What's got at ſea we ſpend on ſhore, 
With ſweetheart's or our wives; | 

And then, my boys, hoiſt ſail for more, b 
Thus paſs the ſailor's lives. 


SONG 


THE NEW 
S ON G. Het. 
Miss NewMAN, Mufic Hall. 


HARE how the trympet ſounds to battle ! 
Hark how the thund'ring cannons rattle ! 
7Tis cruel ambition now calls me away, 
| Whilſt [ have ten thouſand kind ſoft things to 
ſay; 

Whilſt honour n 

Young Cupid diſarms me, 

And Celia fo charms me, I cannat away, 


Hark again, honour calls me to arms 

Hark to the trumpet how. ſweetly it charms ! 
Celia no more now mult be * - 
Cannons are — and * ad. 


SO N © 
D? you hear, brother ſportſmen, the ſound 
of the horn, , 
And yet the Greet pleaſure decline; 
For ſhame, rouze your ſenſes, and ere it is 
morn, 


With me the ſweet melody join. 
| Thro? 
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Thro' the wood and the valley the traitor 


we'll rally, k 
Nor quit him, *till panting he lies; 
While hounds, in full cry, thro? hedges ſhall 


fly, 
And Chace the ſwift hare 'till ſhe dies. 


Then _ your ſteed, to the meadows and 
elds, 
Both willing and j joyous, repair z 
No paſtime in life greater happineſs yields, 
| Than chacing the fox or the hare. 


For ſuch comforts, my friend, on the ſport{- 
man attend, 

No pleaſure like hunting is found, 

For when it is o'er, as briſk as before, 

Next morning we ſpurn up the ground, 


| \ 
* 


s ON G, Webbe. 
Sung by Mr. Mex EDITH at the Muſic- Hall, 


1 NDER ſweet friendſhip's name 
The world is full of deceit, 
And half thoſe we meet, 
Cheat the other withcut ſhame, 
Under ſweet friendſhip's name. 
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Under ſweet friendſhip's name 
Love oft ſteals on apace, 
And to that prejudice 
Half way we find we came, 
Under ſweet friendſhip's name. 


. Under ſweet friendſhip's name, 
My Chloe I admire, - 

and tho? burat by deſire, 

I hide half of my 7 
Under ſweet friendſhip's name. 


Under ſweet friendſhip's name, 
My tender ſuit receive, 

And that your heart may give, 
One half of mine to claim, 
Luder tweet ſriendſhip's name, 


$ 0- un @- 5 
HUNTING SONG. 

Sung by Miſs Leary, at Vauxhall. 

EJARK, bart. from the woodlands the loud 


ſwelling horn, 
Invites to the ſports of the chace, 
How ruddy, how bright, and how cheerful the 


morn, 


How healthy and blooming each face, 


TM 


| 
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To the grove with Diana, I'll haſten away, 
Nor loſe the delights of the motn, 
The m_ are all out, hark, hark forward, 


Way, 
While echo replies to the born. 


Gay — — ren of 
] 
O'er mountain and valley we go; 
nan, health and pleaſure can 
yield 
No wiſkes beyond i it we know. 
+ To the grove, &c 


Our innocent paſtime each virgin may ſha 
And the cenſure of envy defy, 
While ys + ſoon follow'd by grief and de: 
pair 
The blefling o of youth wou'd deſtroy. 
To the grove, & 


SCO T CH SONG; 
Sung by Mr. MezeviTH, Muſic Hall. 
HOU haſt awa” 
T From me Hery, : 
Nor friends nor I pale make thee tay, 
1 c 
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Until this hour I never thought . 
That ought could alter thee Mary, 

Thou'rt ſtill the miſtreſs of my heart, . FLY 
Think what you will of me Mary. 


Whate'er he ſaid, or might pretend, 
That ſtole chat heart of thine Mary, 
True lore I'm ſure was ne'er his end, 
Or nac ſuch love as mine Mary: + 

I ſpoke ſincere nor flatter d much, 
Nor had unworthy thoughts Mary, 

Ambition, wealth, nor naething ſuch, 
No—1 lov'd only thee AZary. 


Tho? you've been falſe, yet while I live, 
No other maid I'll woo Mary, 
Till friends forget and I forgive, , 
Thy wrongs to them, and me Mary ; 

So then farewell ! of this be ſure, 
Since you've, been falſe to me Naa y 
For a'l the world I'd not endure 
Half what I've done for thee Mary. 


DEE 2 2 


s ON. 


Fur, Care, to the winds; thus I blow thee . 


a wav, | 
11 drown thee in wire if thou dar'ft for to ſtay: 
With bumpers of claret my ſpirits I'll raite ; 


"i lavgh aud [3] ſing all the reft of my days. 
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God Bacchus this moment adopts me his ſon, 
And inſpir'd, my breaſt glows with tranſports 
unknown: 
The ſparkling liquor a new vigour ſupplies, 
And makes the nymph kind, who before was 
too wiſe, 

Then dull ſober mortals ! be happy as me ; 

Two bottles of claret will make us agree, 

Will open your eyes to ſee Phillis” charms, - 

And her coyneſs waſh'd down, ſhe'll! fly ſoo 
to your arms, | 


S O N G. 
Mr. MerepiTa, Mufic Hall. 


LET thoſe who would wiſh to hear reaſon, 
Attend to the leſſon I give, 


Since To-day is for pleaſure the ſeaſon, 
O ſeize the dear moment and live; 
Jis a maxim we all muſt remember, 
Fhile the ſun ſhines, be ſure to make hay; 
Which reminds us, from June to December, 
V/e ouyht to make much of Te- day. 
; : | | ? 


- 


| Away 
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Away then with care and with ſorrow, 
And all which may burthen the mind ; 
He who pleaſure puts off ti o- morrow, 

Loſes that which he wiſhes to find. 
The preſent for mirth is the hour, 

The preſent the time to be gay : 
With haſte let us take then the flower, 

Which can only be gather'd Yo-gay: 


ur condition as quickly may vary, 
As the wind, or the tide, or the moon, 
Our ſchemes and our projects miſcarry, 
Nay, e'en death may o'ertake us as ſoon. 
Then ſince life is no more than à bubble, 
Enjoy all irs gifts whilſt you may; 
To- rrow may enter with trouble, 
Then at leaſt be — of To- day. 


- —ñ. ( . Ae. 
. 


S O NG. 


MY aan days have han ſo wond'rous free, 
The little birds that fly 
With careleſs eaſe from tree to tree, 
Were ſcarce fo bleſs'd as : 
Aſe gliding waters, if a tear 
Of mine increas'd the ſtream ; 
Or aſk the paſſing gales if &'er 
L lent a ſigh to them. 


But 
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But now my former days retire, 
And I'm by beauty caught, 

The tender chains of ſoft defire 

Are fix'd upon my thought: 
And eager hope within my breaſt 
Does ev'rv doubt controul, | 

And lovely Nancy ſtands confeſt 
The fav'rite of my foul. 


Ye nightingales, ye twiſting pines, 
Ye ſwains that haunt the grove, 
Ye gentle echoes, breezy winds, 
Ye cloſe retreats of love ; 
With all of nature, all of art, 
Aſſiſt the dear deſign, | 
And make a young unpractis'd heart 
To be for eyer mine. 


The very thought of change I hate, 
As much as of deſpair, ; 

And hardly covet to be great, 
Unleſs it were for her; 

Tis true, the paſſion in my mind 
Is mix'd with ſoft diſtreis; 

Yet, while the fair I love is kind, 
I cannot wiſh it leſs, 


But 


| 166 THE NEW 


But if ſh> treats me with diſdain, 
Or flights my well-meant love, 
Or looks with pleaſure on my pain, 
A pain the won't remove. 
| Farewell, ye birds and lonely pines, 
Adieu to teais and ſighs, 

len leave my paſſion to the winds ; | 

Love unreturn'd ſoon dies. 


0. 


VE Fair, poſſeſs'd of ev'ry charm 
To captivate the will, 

WW hoſe ſmiles can rage itſelf diſarm, 
Wacſe frowns at once can kill; 
Sav, will you deign the verſe to hear, 
Where flatt'ry bears no part; 
An h:ncſt verſe, that flows fincere 

And candid from the heart ? 


Great is your pow'r; but, greater yet, 
Mankind it might engage; 
If, as ye all can make a net, "of 
Ye all could make a cage : 
Each nymph a thouſand hearts may take 
For who's to beauty blind? 
But to what end a pris' ner make, 
Ugleſs we're ſtrength to bind? 


Fn 


— — 
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Attend the counſel often told, 
Too often told in van; 
Learn that beſt art, the art to hold, 
And lock the lover's chain. 
Gameſters to little purpoſe win, 
Who looſe again as faſt; 
Tho? beauty may the charm begin, 
Tis ſweetneſs makes it laſt. 


Y | Y 


0 G. 
MAY EVE, or, KATE OF ABERDEEN. 


Set by Mr. Battifbill, and ſung at Vauxhall. : 


THE ſilver moon's enamour'd beam 
Steals ſoftly thro? the night, 
To wanton with the winding ftream,. 
And kiſs refl:Cted light: 
To courts be gone, heart-ſoothing lleep, - 
Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 
Whilſt | May's wakeful vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 
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The nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay, 
Till mora unbars her golden gate, 
And gives the promis'd May: 
The nvmphs and ſwains ſhall all declare 
| The promis'd May, when ſeen, 
Not half fo fragrant, half ſo fair, 
As Kate Or Aberdeen. A 


I'll tune my pipe to playful notes, 
And ruuſegyon nodding grove, 

Till new - wak'd birds diſtend their throats, 
And hail the maid I love: 

At her approach the lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new-dreſs'd green: 

Fond birds, tis not the morning breaks, 
"Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 


Now blitheſome o'er the dewy mead, © 
Where elves difportive play, 

The feſtal dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or fing their love-tun'd lay. 

*Tiil May in morning robe draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin queen 

The nymphs and ſwains exulting cry, 
$ Here's Kate of Aberdeen,” 


SONG | 


PARK forward, away, my brave boys to 
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$S ON G. 
FOR TWO VOICES. 


Written by Mr, HanzincTon., 


pow ſweet in the woodlands, with fleet 

hound and horn, 3 

To waken ſhrill echo, and taſte the freſh morn! 

But hard is the chace my fond heart muſt 
purſue, | 

For Daphne, for Daphne, is loſt to my view. 


Aſſiſt me, chaſte Dian, the nymph to regain, 
More wild than the rocbuck, and wing'd 
with diſdain ; ; 

In pity o'ertake her, who wounds as ſhe flies; 
Tho' Daphne's purſu?d, tis Myrtillo that dies. 


nd „ 


S8 O NG, 
Sung by Mr. An OWSsNMITII. 
the chace, 
To the joys that ſweet exerciſe yield; 


The bright ruddy morning break on us 
nd invites to the ſports of the field. 


A 


| 
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Hark! for ward's the cry, and cheerful the 


morn, 
Then follow the hounds and the merry-ton'd 
horn. 


No muſic can EAN 1 ds] in full cry; 
Hark ! they open, then haſten away; 
O'er hill, dale, and valley, with vigour we fly, 
| While purſuing the ſports of the day. 
Hark | forward's the cry, &e, 


With the froth of the field po joys can com- 
pare, 
To pleafore's ligbt footſteps we trace; ; 
We run down Gull floth, _ we diſtance old 
care, 
* health we o'ertake in the hace. 
| Hark ! forward's the cry, Kc. 


* 


Sung in the Tavelfth Vig h 
HO imperfect is expreſſion, 


Some emotions to impart! 
1 we mean a ſoft % e 


Apd * ſeek n the + heart 


Whey 


What tho' ſtient is my anguiſh, 


Love has nought more fond, beheve me 3 


ttvERPOOE SONGSTER. 
When our boſoms, all complying, 
With delicious tumults ſwell, | 
And beat, what broken, fait ring; dying; 
Language would, but cannot tell; 


Deep confuſion's roſy terror, 


Quite expreffive paints my cheek; 
Aſk no more—behold your error 3 
Bluſhes eloquently ſpeak. 
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Or breath'd only to the air ; 
Mark my eyes, and as they languiſh; * 
Read what yours have written there. 


O, that you could once conceive me 
Once my heatt's ſtrong feelings view ! 


Friendſhip nothing half ſo true. 
From you | am wild deſpairing, 

With you ſpeechleſs as I touch ; 
This is all that bears declaring,” 

And perhaps declares too much, 


S O N G. 
Sung by Mr. JonavsTONE. 


(CHARMING village maid, 
If thou wilt be mine, 
In gold and pearls array'd, 
All my wealth is thine ; 


| 


| | 
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If not enjoy'd with thee, | 
E'en nature's beauries fade: 

Sweeteſt do but love me, 
Charming village maid. 


Had I yon ſhepherd's care, 
Your lambs to feed and fold, 
The dog-ftar's heat I'd bear, 
And winter's piercing cold ; 
Well pleas'd I'd toi} for thee, 
At harrow, flail ot ſpade : 
Sweeteſt do but love me, 
Charming village maid. 


This morn at early dawn, 
had a hedge-roſe wild, 
It's ſweets perfum'd the lawn, 


"T'was ſportive nature's child; 
My lovely fair, for thee 
Tranſplanted from the glade. 
| Sweeteſt do bruit love me, 
Charming village maid, 


. 


CON ſing round my favourite tree, 


Ye ſongſters that viſit the grove ; 


*T was the haunt of my ſhepherd and me ; 


And the bark is a record of love 
Reclin'd 


n'd 


/ 
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Reclin'd on the turf by my ſide, 
He tenderly plcaded his cauſe ;' 
I only with bluſhes, replied, 
And the nightimgale fill'd vp the pauſe. 


* 
> 
+ = 
, . 
- 


S O N 6. 


Sung by Miſs Romantziry, 
IN RICHARD COEUR DE Liox. 


HE merry dance Ldearly love, 

Far then Collette thy hand J ſcize, 

And preſs it too whene'er I pleaſe, 
And none can ſee, and none repiove : 

Then on thy cheek quick blufhes glow, 

And then we whiſper ſoft and low, 
Oh! how I grieve ! you ne'er her charms can 

know. 


She's ſweet fifteen, I'm one year more, 
Yet ſtill we are too young they ſay, 
But we know better, ſure, than they, 
Youth ſhould not liſten to threeſcore ; 
And I'm reſolv'd I'll tell her fo, - 
When next we whiſper ſoft and low, 
Oh! _ [ grieve ! you ne et her charms can 
ow. 


A 
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THE SAILOR's RETURN: 
FRM, ploughing the ocean, and thraſhing 


Monſicur, 
In Old England we're landed once more; 
Your hands, my brave ſhipmates, halloo boys, 
what cheer, 
For a ſallor that's juſt come on ſhore ! 


doubt, | 
And to cut us and flaſh us—marblieu | 


We have flic'd them and pepper'd them too. 


Then conrage, my hearts, your own conſe- 
quence know, 

Yon invad-rs ſhall ſoon do you right; 

Tie Lion may rouſe when he hears the cock 
crow, 

But ſhould never be put in a fright. 


Tou've only to ſhun your nonſenſical jars, 


Your d——d party and idle conteſt ; 
Ant let all your ſtriſe be, like us honeſt tars, 
Who ſhall fight for his country the beſt. 


A fer 


Thoſe hectoring blades thought to ſcare us, o 


But hold there, avaſt | they were plaguely out, | 


. 
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A ſea-faring ſpark, if the maids can affect, 
Bids the ſimpering gypſies look to't ;. 

Sound bottoms they'll find us in ev'ry reſpect, 

And our pockets well laden to boot. 


The landſmen, mayhap, in the way of diſ- 
; cou ü 

s Have more art to perſuade, and the like; 
But ware thoſe fair colours, for better ſor 
Is the bargain we're willing to ſtrike. 


Now long live the king, may be proſperous | 
* 


| Of no power, no faction afraid: 
| May Britain's proud flag ftill exult o'er the 
. main; | 
= At all points of the compaſs diſplay'd. 
No quickſands endanger, no ſtorm overwhelm: 
le- Steady, ſteady and ſaſe may ſhe ſail: 
No ignorant pilots e er fit at the helm, 
Or her anchor of liberty fail. 
1 | 
8 O N ; G. 
F A DAWN of hope my ſoul revives, 


5 
6 care. 
en- No.6. r L a Diſpel 


* 
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Diſpel theſe gloomy Thades of night, 
My tender grief remove ; 

Oh! ſeud ſome cheering tay of light, 

And guide me to my love. 


Thos, in a ſecret friendly ſhade, 
T he penſive Celia mourn'd ; 
While courteous Echo lent her aid, 
And figh for ſigh return'd. 


When, ſudden, Damon's well-known face | 
Each riſing fear diſarms, 

He eager fpritgs to her embrace, 
Ske ſinks int9 his arms. 


- 


* . . 
s „ 
"he? hy 


— ____p_—_—_—_—_——_ 


* 


A FAVORITE NEW SONG. 


Sung by Mr. IxcLEDON, at Vauxbal. 
2 all ye nymphs und ye ſwal 


of the green, 
vou | have rob d the plain round, 
Whole months I've been prying, and ou 
have ſeen 
Where int content's to be ſound. 


# * 


- 
— 
2 
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I ſought her *monggcrowds and in each gaudy 
place, 

But theſe were the manſions of care; | 

In the yroun of greatneſs unknown was her 


7 W had never been there. 


At laſt near a broqk to a cottage I ſtray'd, 
With a few ſingle ſheep on the green, 
The role and the woodbine their ſweetneſs dif- 


9. | ay'd ; 

þ Not plenty, but health, bleſs'd the ſcene. 

- ofh Good- nature appear'd and unlocked me the 
> door, 
Nor knew what my coming there meant, 

How great my. ſurprize, here my ſearch wa 

all o'er, 
She told n her name was Content. 


© 
of oo 6 


— — —— 


J. A NEW BACCHANALIAN SONS, 


ll. | X Sung at the Beef Steak Club. 


| (HL admit us of thy crew, 
What have we with are to do ? 


= 


While we live let us em 
L 2 | Every hour jn mirch and Joy.” 
ooh Puth the ſparkling gp goblet Na, 
| For in that true joys are found; 
Wme's the cordial of „ 
Revel on witt. 3 contreut. * 
2 : 


N 
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Let old dotards be ſevere, 
Treat us with a cynic ſneer; 
Still we'll quaff, while thus we may, 


Fate mayn't have another day ; D 
Envy's ſelf ſhall never dare, 4 O 

On our joys to interfere. 1 
Drink and quaff with amorous fire, w 


Till with pleaſure we cxpire. 


1 


THE TOBACCO BOX : 
Or, SoLDier's PLEDGE oF Love. 


A TWO PART SONG. 


Thomas. 


TH OUGH the fate of battle on to-morrow 
wait, 
Let's not loſe our prattle now, my charming 
{ Kate 3 
»Till the hour of glory, love ſhould now take 
place, 


C 
N 
B 
N 


1 
. | 0 * 1 
Nor damp the joys before us with a future caſe. . q» 
_ 


„ &»* oQ 


| Dreſs'd like any lady fair from top to toe. 
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Kate. 


O! my Thomas, ſtill be conſtant, ſtill be true; 
O be to your Kate, as Kate is ſtill to you; 
Glory will attend vou, ſtill make us bleſt.— 
With my firmeſt love, my dear, you're ſtill 


Thomas. 


No new beauties taſted, I'm their arts above 


Three camgaigns are waſted, but not ſo my 
love; 


Anxious {ll about thee, thou art all I prize 
Never, Kate, without thee will [ bung theſe 
eyes. 


Late. 


Conſtant to my Thomas I will ftiſl remain, 
Nor think that I will leave thy fide the whole 


campaign ; 


But I'II cheriſh thee, and ftrive to make thee 
bold, 


May'ſt thou ſhare the 1 ſt thou 
ſhare the gold. 


Thomas. 


I, by ſome bold action, I the balbert bear, 
Think 208: ſatisfaftion when my rank you 
re 


Fine laced caps and ruffies ſhall be your due. 
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Kate. 


If a ſerieant's lady I ſhould chance to prove, 
Linen ſhall be readv always for my love ; 
Never more wil; Kate the Captain's laundreſs be, 
I'm too 3 Thomas, love, for all but 


omas. 


Here, Kate, take my *Bacco Box, a ſol- 
dier's all ; 

If by Frenchman's blows your Tom is doom'd 
to fall ; 

When my | life is ended, thou may'ſt boaſt and 
prove, 

Thou'dit my firſt, my laſt, my only pledge 
of love, 


Kate. 


Here, take back thy *Bacco Box,—thou'rt all 


to me, 


Nor think but I'll be near thee, love, to ſee; 


In the hour of danger let me always ſhare,— 
I'n not be kept a ftranger to my ſoldier's fare, 


Themas, 
Check that riſing ſigh, Kate, ſtop that falling 


tear, — 


Come, my pretty comrade, entertain no fear; 


But may heav*n be N us! Hark l the drum 


commands. 


„ 


Now I will attend you. Love, I kiſs thy hand. 


Iv 
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cannot ſtop thoſe tears, tho? crying I diſdain, 

But muſt own *tis trying hard the point to 

| gain: 

| May good heav'n defend thee, conqueſt on 
thee wait; 

One kiſs more—and then I give thee up to 
fate. 


. Bub repeat the laſi verſe— only Thomas ſays, 
conqueſt on me wait, 


| | yield myſclf to fate. 


| - — 
+ s O N G. 


THE LASS OF DEE. 
l Sung by Mrs. MarrrR, at Vauxhall, 


| Now al! the groves, in verdure gay, 
Are deck'd to hail the ſpring ; 

Our fleecy care ſecurely play, 

The birds melodious fing. 

Ye blooming maids, and jocund ſwains, 
; Aſſemble round this tree, 

And join with me, in ruſtic ſtrains, 
; To praiſe the Laſs of Dee. 
1 To praiſe, &c. 


F 4 While 
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While fragrant odours fill the air, 
We haſte to yonder grove; 
And there, with rural ſports, prepare 
To hail her queen of love. 
Then come, ye nymphs and jocund ſwains, 
Aſſemble round this tree, 
And join with me, in ruſtic ftrains 
To praiſe the Laſs of Dee. 
Then, while ye tune the merry reed, 
We'll lead the dance with glee ; 
Like graces on the queen of love, 
Our hearts from envy free : 
In ruſtic ſtrains, we'll ever prove, 
Aſenblea _ this tree, tv 
That nymphs with joy, and ſwains 
| All prais'd the Laſs of Dee. 


— — —ñ 
s$ 0 N N 
Written by PETIZN PIN pAR, Eſq. 


Hew long ſhall hapleſs Colin mourn 
The cold regard of Delia's eye ? 
The heart whoſe only guilt is love, 

Can Delia's ſoftneſs doom to die? 


Swect 
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Sweet is thy name to Colin's ear! 

Thy beauties, ah ! divinely bright— 
In one ſhort hour, by Delia's ſide, 

I paſs whole ages of delight. 


Yet tho? I lov'd thee more than life, 
Not to diſpleaſe a cruel mind, 

My tongue torbore its fondeft tale. 
And murmur'd in the diſtant ſhade. 


What happier ſhepherd has thy ſmile, 
A bliſs of which I hourly pine; 
Some (wain, perhaps whoſe fertile vale, 
W hoſe fleecy flocks are more than mine. 


Few are the vales that Colin boaſts, 

And few the flocks thoſe vales that rove : 
court not Neha's heart with wealth, 

A nobler bribe I offer Love. 


Yet, ſhould the virgin yield her hand, 

And, thoughtleſs, wed for wealth alone 
The act may make my boſom bleed, 

But ſurely cannot bleſs her own. 


8 Oo N CG. 
Sung by Mr. Epwix, in the Peruvian. 
POUNDS, ſhillings, pence, and farthings, 


have at my finger's end,” 
And how to ſell and how to buy, 
To borrow, or to lend ; 
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But this, ſince I felt birch at ſchool, 
My pate has run upon, | 
Addition be my golden rule, 
Ha ! dot and carry one. 


At loſs and gain a ſcholar good, 
Full early was I taught, 

To gain of guineas all I cou'd, 
To loſe the devil a groat. 

At fractions and diviſions when 
Hard knocks were laying on, 
Subtraction was my practice then, 

Ha! dot and carry one. 


But words no more I'll numerate, 
And thus ſum total lies ; 

Of terms I'll not an acre 
Reduction I deſpiſes:: 

And ſince cockade and roguiſh eye 
Miſs Clara's heart has won, 

If you're reſolv d to multiply, 
Ha! dot and carry one. 


$ ON 6. 
THE SAILOR's RETURN, 


THE buſy crew their ſails unbending, 
The ſhip in harbour ſafe arriv d; 

Jack Oakum, all his perils ending, 

Had made the port where Kitty liv'd. 
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His rigging—no one dare attack it, 
Tight tore and aft”, above, below: 
Long- quarter'd ſhoes, check ſhirt, blue jacket, 
And trowſers like the driven ſnow. 


His honeſt heart with pleaſure glowing, 
0 He flew like lightning to the ſide ; 
carce had they been a boat's length rowing, 
Before his Kitty he eſpy d. 


A flowing pennant gaily flutter'd 
From her neat- made hat of ſtraw; 
Red was her cheek when firſt ſhe utter d 
It was her ſailor that ſhe ſaw. 


And now the gazing crew ſurround her, 
While ſecure from all alarms, 

Swift as a ball from a nine pounder, 
They dart into each other's arms. 


S O NG. 
HUNTING SONG, 
Sung by Mr. Manon. 


Do you hear, brother ſportſmen, the ſound 
of the horn, | 
And yet the ſweet pleaſure decline ? 
For ſhame—rouſe your ſenſes, and, ere it is 
murn, e 


With me the ſweet melody join. 
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Thro' the word and the valley the traitor we'll 
rally, 
Nor quit him tin panting he lies; 
While beds; in full cry, thro' W ſhall fly, 
And chace the ſwift hare till ſhe dies. 


Then ſaddle your treds, to the meadows 5 
* een 
Both willing and joyous repair: 
No paſtime ip lite greater happineſs yields , 
Than chacing the fox and the hare. 


For ſuch comforts, my friends, 6n the ſportſ« | 
man attend ; 
No pleaſure like hunting is found ; 
For when it is o'er, then, as briſk as before, 
Next morning we ſpurn up the ground. 


—_ 


— 


$ 0 Nv}; 
THE TRIUMPH OF * 


Sung by Mr. Dignum, at the New Beef Steed 
Club, 


— Bacchus may boaſt of his care killing 


bowl, 
And folly in Gnas revels de. 
light, | 


Such 4 alas! hath no charms for the ſoul 
When ſofter devotions the ſenſes invite. 


To the arrow of Fate, or the canker of care, 
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His potions oblivious a balm may beſtow z 
But to fancy, that feeds on the —— of the 
fair, 


The death of reflection's the birth of all woel 


What ſoul that's poſſeſt of a dream fo divine, 
With riot would bid the ſweet viſion be- 
? 


For 3 that bede ws ſenſibility's ſhrine 
Is a drop of more worth chan all Bacchus's 
tun. 


The tender exceſs that enamours the heart 
To few is imparted ; to millions deny'd: 
is the brain of the victim that tempers the 

dart, 
And fools Iſt at that for which ſages have 
dy'd. 
Each change and exceſs hath thro' life been 
my doom; 
And well can I ſpeak of its joys and its ſtrife: 
The bottle affords vs a glimpſe thro” the gloom, 
But love's the true ſunſhine that gladdens 
our life. 


Come = roſy Venus, and ſpread o'er my 
ight 

The magic illuſions that raviſh the ſoul: 

awake in my breaſt the ſoft dream of delight, 

And drop from thy myrtle one leaf in my 

bwl. F 7 Then 
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. Then deep will I drink of the nectar divine, 
Nor e'er jolly God ! from thy banquet 
remove; 


But each tube of my heart ever thiiſt for the 


wine, 
That's mellow'd by friendſhip, and ſweet- 
en'd by love. 


S O N G. 


The Sorrows, of Charlotte, on the Death of Werter, 


Sung by Mr. GoLDFIXCH, at Sadler's Wells, 


WHEN Werter firſt fair Charlotte ſaw, 
What ſtrange emotions ſciz'd his breaſt, 
And robb'd him too for e er of reſt, 
By force of love's deſpotic law: 
Then oft he'd ſeek the willow grove, 
And as he'd thro' the coverts rove, 
Oh oy - ſigh, he'd ſigh for guilty 
k ve 


Then 


== I th. nd wo on) Hit. 


, 

et 
he 
| 


. 
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Then back return with eager pace, | 
And Charlotte, Charlotte, mournful cry, 
The while he would ſo ſadly ſigh, 

That tears would trickle down his face: 

And when ſhe ſaw him thus in woe, 
She'd ſweetly whiſper ſoft nd low, 
Oh how I grieve, I grieve to ſee you ſo! 


His fatal paſſion oft ſhe'd chide, 
That both their ſad misfortunes wrought, 
When fate the daleful tidings brought, 
For love of Char'otte—Werter dy'd : 
Oh how ſhe cry'd in bitter woe, 
How could you, Werter, pain me ſo, 
Oh how I grieve the world thy death 
muſt know 


$S O0 N G 
„ 
OME, live with me, and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſures prove, 
That hills and vallies, dales, and fel 85 
And all the craggy mountain yields: 
There will we ſit upon the rocks. 
And ſee the ſhepherds feed their flocks, 
Near ſhallow rivers, by whoſe falls 
Melodious birds ſing madrigals. © 


F 8 ' b There 


a 
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There will I make thee beds of roſes, 
With a thouſand fragrant poſies, 

A cap of flowers, with a kirtie 
Embroider all with leaves of myrtle ; 
A 2own made of the fineſt wool, 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull, 
If theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Come live with me, and be my love. 


Fur-lined flipper for the cold, 

Wich buckles of the pureſt gold; 

A belt of ſtraw, with ivy buds, 

And coral claſps, and filver ſtuds : 

The ſhepherd ſwains ſhall dance and fing, 
For thy delight each May morning. 
If theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me and be my love. 


f 


SON 8. 
DEFPAIRING beſide a clear ſtream, 
A ſhepherd forſaken was laid, 


A willaw ſupported his head ; 
Ihe win! that tlew over the plain 
"To his fighs with a ſigh did reply, 
And the bivuk, in return to his pain, 
| Ran mournfully murmuring by, 


And whilft a falſe nymph was his theme, 


** 


Alas! filly ſwain that I was, 
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Thus ſadly complaining he cry'd ; 
When firſt | beheld that fair face, 

*D were better by far I had dy'd; 
She talk'd, and I bleſs'd the dear tongue, 

When ſhe ſmil'd *rwas a pleaſure too great; 
I liften'd, and cry'd, when ſhe ſung, 

Was nightingale ever fo ſweet ? 


How fooliſh was I to believe 
She could doat on ſo lowly a clown, 
Or that her fond heart would not grieve 
To forſake the fine folks of the town! 
To think that a beauty ſo gay, 
So kind and fo conſtant would prove, 
To go clad like our maidens in grey, 
And live in a cottage on love! 


What tho? I have ſkill. to complain, 
Tho” the muſes my temples have crown'd ! 
What tho', when they hear my ſoft ſtrain, 
1 he virgins fit weeping around ? 
Ah! Colin, thy hopes are in vain, 
Thy pipe and thy laurel zeſign; 
Thy fair one inclines to a ſwain, 
Whoſe muſic is ſweeter than thine, 


And you, my companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to fee me betray'd, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 


Forbear to accuſe the falſe maid ; 5 
Fg 7 
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If thro' the wide world. I ſhould: range, 

Dis in vain from my.fortune to fly; 

Twas her's to be falſe and to change, 
I was mine to be conftant and die. 


If while my hard fate I ſuſtain, | 

| In her breaſt any pity is found, ' 

Let her come with the nymphs of the plain, 
And fee me laid low in the ground. 

The laſt humble boon that I crave, 

| Is to ſhade me with cypreis and yew ; 

| And when ſhe looks down on my grave, 

Let her own that her ſhepherd was true, 


Then to her new love let her go, 
And deck her in golden array, 
Be fincſt at every fine ſhew, _ 
And frolic it all the long day; 
While Colin torgotten and gone, 
No more ſhall be heard of, or ſeen, 
Unleſs when beneath the pale moon 
His ghoſt ſhall glide over the green. 


N. 
SHANNON's FLOWERY BANKS. 
* Summer, when the leaves were green, 
And bloſſoms deck*t each tree, | 


r oung Teddy then decar'd his love, 
His artleſs love to me; 


% 
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On Shannon's flowery banks we fat, 
And there he told his tale, 

O Patte, ſofteſt af thy ſex, 
O let fond love prevail. 


Ah! well-a day! you ſee me pine, 
' In anguiſh and deſpair, 
You heed me not, then let me die, 
And end my grief in care: 


Ah! no dear youth, I ſoftly ſaid, 

Such love deſerves my thanks, 

And here I vow eternal truth, | 
On Shannon's flowery Banks. 


And then we vow'd eternal truth, 
On Shannon's flowery banks, 

And then we gather'd ſweeteſt flowers, 
And play'd ſuch artleſs pranks ; 


But, woe is me, the preſs-gang came, 

And forc'd my Ned away, 
Juſt when we nam'd next Sunday fair 
Io be our wedding day. 


My love, he cried, they force me hence, 

But ſtill my heart is thine; | 
All peace be thine, my gentle Pat, 
While war and toil are mine: 


With honour I'll return to thee, . 
I ſobb'd out words of thanks, 
And then we vow'd eternal truth, 
On Shannon's flowery banks. 
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And then we vow'd eternal truth, 
On Shannon's flow'ry banks, 
And then I ſaw him fail away, 
And join the hoſtile ranks ; 


From morn *till eve, for twelve long months, 
His abſence ſad I mourn'd, 

T he peace was made, the ſhip came back, 
But Teddy neer return'd. 


His noble mein, and manly face, 
Has won a nobler fair, 
My Teddy's falſe, and I forlorn, 
Muſt die in fad deſpair. 
You virgins all come ſee me laid, 
While you ſtand round in ranks, 
And plant a willow o'er my head, 
On Shannon's flowery banks. 


s BN G. 


THE FAITHFUL TAR. 


Barg by Mr. ARROWSEMITH, at the Pantbeon. 
TE fails unfurl'd, the ſhip unmoor'd, 


Her courſe to ſteer—all hands on board, 


Propitious ev'ry gale; 
Fair Betſey on the beach deplores 
Her ſailor bound to diſtant ſhores, 

But nought her tears avail. 
( 


co 
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& O!] cruel fate—Ye pow'rs above, 
6 Why thus bereft of him I love |! 

« Who on the reſtleſs d- ep, 
te The boiſtꝰrous tide muſt ceaſeſeſs brave, 
« And meet, perchance, a wat' ry grave, 

« Whilſt I but live to weep.“ 


Twelve months elaps'd, when he return'd, 
Her conſtant heart with rapture burn'd, 
Tas freed from ev'ry care: 
And Henry's love, his heart, his ſoul, 
Were true, as needle to the pole, 
When abſent from his fair, 


In wedded bliſs they taſte delight, 

No winds diſturb, ner ſtorms affright 
The lovely Betſey's breaſt. 

For now he makes a firm decree, 

No more to truſt the raging ſea— 
With her completely bleſt, 


WS 4 


THE BASHFUL LOVER. | 
SWEET tyrant Love, but hear me now; . 
And cure, while vomg, the pleaſing ſmart 

O rather aid my trembling vow, | 
Ang teach me to reveal my heart. 
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Fell her, whoſe goodneſs is my bane, 

' Whoſe looks have ſmil'd my peace away, 
h ! whiſper how ſhe gives me pain, 

| While undeſigning, frank, and gay. 


[Tis not for common charms [ ſigh ; 
| Nor what the vulgar beauty call ; 
[Tis not a lip, a cheek, an eye; 

But 'tis the ſoul that lights them all. 


or that I drop this tender tear; 

For that I breathe this artleſs moan : 

h ! whiſper love into her ear, 

And make the baſhful lover known. | 


SON G. 
Mr. Mexepitu, Mufic Hall, 


WELVE months are paſs'd, ſince on this 
ſtrand, | 
In ſad diſtreſs we parted, 
ad as the boat forſook the land, 
The oar my hand deſerted, 
y eyes on yours were fondly bent, 
And ſeem'd their tears to borrow, 
ad ſure from you a look was ſent, 
That well repaid my ſorrow. 
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To bear ine quickly from the ſhore, 
The crew our grief ſurveying : 
With lengthen'd ſtroke ill kept the oar, 
In well-tim'd meaſure play ing; 
Till diſtance and approaching night, 
Your lovely image ſhaded, 
Yet ever in ideal fight, 
Y our beauty roſe unfaded. 


Oft when the midnight watch I've kept, 
And ſeas were round us ſwelling ; 

] fear'd alone the ftorm that ſwept 
Too rudely o'er your dwelling. 

But now, my love, no more your breaff, 
Shall beat with ſad emotion, 

I'll ſtriye to make each moment bleſt, 
Nor zempt again the ocean. 


THE SEDUGED FAIR. 


QHE came from the hills of the Wefl, 
A ſmile cf contentment ſhe wore ; 
Her heart was a garden of reſt, 
But, ah! the ſweet ſeaſon is o'er, 


Ho 
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How oft, by the ſtreams in the wood. 
Delighted, ſhe'd rambie and rove ! 

And, while ſhe ſtood marking the flood, 
Would tune up a *tanza of love. 


In rural diverſion and play, 

The ſummers glid ſmoothly along : 
And her winters paſs'd briſkly away, 

Checr'd up with a tale or a ſong. 


At length a deſtroyer came by, 
A youth of more perſon than parts, 
Well ſkill'd in the arts of the eye, 
The conqueſt and havock of hearts, 


He led her by fountains and ſtreams, 
He woo'd her with ſonnets and books : 
He told her his tales and his dreams, 
And mark'd their effect in her looks. 


He taught her by midnight to roam, 
Where ſpiriis and ſpectres affright ; 

For paſhons increaſe with the gloom, 
And caution expires with the light. 


At length, like a roſe from the ſpray, 
Like a lily juſt pluckt from the ſtem, 
'She droop'd, and ſhe faded away, \ 
Thrown by and neglected like them. 


SONG. 
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THE POOR SOLDIER. 
A ro rear so. 
Patrick. 


ROSE-TREE full in 1 
Had ſweet flowers fair to ſee, 
One roſe, beyond comparing, 


For beauty att me. 


Tho? eager once to win it, 
Lovely, blooming, freſh, and gay, 
find a canker in it, 
And now throw it far away, 


Norab. 


How fine this morning early. 
The ſun ſhining clear and bright; 
So late I lov'd you dearly, 
Tho?” luſt now each fond delight. 
The clouds ſeem big with ſhowers, 
Sunny beams no more are ſeen.— 
Farewell ye happy hours, 
Your falſehood has chang'd the ſcene,” 


Bath. 
The clouds ſeem big, &c.—to the end. 


NEN 
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| NEW NAVAL SONG AND CHORUS, 


| GINCE diſcord ſtill rages, we'll plough the 
ſalt main, : 
And brave all the navies of France and of 
| Spain; 
| May ſummer its trophies like winter diſplay, 
| May we —_ like bold Rodney, by night and 
by day. 
Crorus. 
Fromſea to ſea, from eaſt to weſt, boys, follow 
France and Spain, 
Nor let them have a moment's reſt, "hill all is 
peace again | 
Purſue your firoke, they ſink ! they fly ! the 
bloody flag diſplay ; 
"Tis ours to conquer or to die; they ſtrike, 
my boys, huzza! 


As the lion of Britain is rous'd from his trance, 

Take care Dons of Spain and ye Monkieurs 
of France ; 

From the North to the South let your thun- 
ders be hurl'd, 

And vengeance ſhall puniſh the foes of the 


world, 
From ſea to ſea, &c. 
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We'll give the raſh Spaniard, I'll warrant, his 


due ; 


They muſt pay all our coſts with the wealth 


of Peru ; 
Ship to ſhip, bond ts hand, boys, let's dick 


to their 
Nor give up the ſight, till they cry, they've 


enough. 


When Bourbon ſubmits, and implores us te 

peace, 
Then hate and hoſtility quickly may ceaſe ; 
An Engliſhman ſpares when the enemy's down 
When the flag is once ftruck, ſhall our mercy 


be ſhewn. 
From ſea to ſea, &c. 


Till then, bloody war muſt continue to rage, 

Our ſhips, ſpite of darkneſs and ſtorms, ſhall 
engage; 

We can never ſhake hands with F rance or 
with Spain, 


Till Britain's acknowledg'd the lord of the 
main, 
From fra to ſea, &c. 


SONG, 
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S O N G, 
THE HARVEST HOME. 


JJ HAT cheerful ſounds ſalute our ears, 
And echo o'er the lawn ! 

Behold the loaded car appears, 

In joyful triumph drawn. 

he nymphs and ſwains, a jovial hand, 
Still ſhouting as they come ; 

th ruſtic inftruments in hand, 

Proclaim the harveſt home. 


he golden ſheaves pil!d up en high, 
Within the barn are ſtor' d; 

he careful hind, ' with ſecret joy 
Exulting, views his hoard. 

His labour's paſt, he counts his gains; 
And. freed from anxious care, 


His rural | plenty ſhare. 


In dance and ſong the night is ſpent ; 
All ply the flowing bowl; 

And jeſts and harmleſs mertiment 
Expands the artleſs ſoul. 

Young Colin whiſpers Roſalind, 
Who ſtill reaps by his ſide ! 

And plights his troth, if ſhe'd prove Kind, 
Jo take her for kis bride. 


His caſes are broach'd ; the ſun-burnt ſwains 


For 


In 


In 


\ 
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For jovs like theſe, through circling years, 
heir toilſome taſk they tend: 

The hind ſucceſſive labours bears, 
In proſpect of the end; 

In Spring, or Winter, ſows his ſeed, 
Manures, or tills the foil : 

In ſummer various cares ſucceed ; 

But harveſt crowns his toil. 


— — 


THE VILLAGE MAIDEN. 
A FAVOURITE NEW SONG, - 

Sung this ſeaſon at Vauxhall, by Mr. Incledon, 
COMPOSED BY MR. HOOK. 


' WHEN firſt I ſaw the village maiden, 
f Like Cymon motionleſs 1 ſtood ; 
was Iphigenia's ſelf appearing, 
Lovely, beautiful, and good ; | 
Her cheeks out-bluſh'd the rip*ning roſe, 
Her ſmiles would baniſh mortal's woes, 


Clariſſa's 
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Clariſſa's eyes all eyes attracting. 
Her breeth Arabian ſpices feign ; : 
For her, like gold, would av'rice wander, 
Adventure life the prize to gain. 
tod my love with many fears, 
Which ſhe return'd with ſpeaking wy 
So ſweet the village maiden. 


She ſigh'd, becauſe ſhe had not riches 
To make her lady-like and gay ; 
Though virtue was her only fortune, 
1 dar'd to name the nuptial day. 
The care of wealth let knaves endure, 
I ſhall be rich enough I'm ſure, 
To wed the village maiden. 


A NEW SONG, 


Sung at Vauxhall, this ſcaſon, by Mr. Incledan, 
with great ap *. 


COMPOSED BY MR. HOOK. 


TO beauty born, a willing ſlave, 
A merry, happy man; 
I flight the nymph | cannot have, 


And dgat on tlioſe I can. 5 
; This 
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This conſtant maxim ſtill I hold, 
To b:Me all deſpair; 

The forward ugly are and old, 
The kind are young and fair. 


The women wou'd no more perplex, 
Were men reſolv'd and free; 
Soft ſmiles become the charming-ſex, += 
No pouting Miſs for me. 
"I'his conſtant maxim, &c, 


In wedlock's bands if e'er I join, 
Good humour be my guide; 
Let dimrie ſmiles and love be mine, 
1 laugh at female pride. 
This conftant maxim, &c, 


— ——_— YR 


$ O NS. 


Sung at the Royalty Theatre. 


THE Britiſh ſailor ploughs the ſcas, 
Nor fears th' unfathom'd deep, 
He ſcorns the landſmens floathful eaſe. 
And guards them while they ſleep, 
Tho? ſtorms ariſe in dreadful ire, 
And lightnings flaſh their vived fire, 
| When foes invade, with eager heart and hand, 
He braves the world to ſave his native land, 
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The ſhip now riſes to the ſkies, 
Now finks in depths below ; 
With heart intrepid ſtill he Ties, 
To meet the diſtant foe 
And while the cruel ght prevails, 
With death and courage he aſſails; 
Nor heeds their fire! but at his chiet's command 
Braves all the world to fave his native land. 


The chain-ſhots whiſtle to and fro, 
A broadſide ſeals their fate; 
Their hull is ſhatter'd, down they go, 
And © quarter,” cry _— 
Then as he ſees the brin 
All crimſon'd o'er with human Da. 
His heart relents, ſwift to his boat he flies, 
And braves the ſeas to ſave his enemies. 


A NEW FAVORITE 
Sung by Mrs. WarGaToN, at Vauxhall. 


ARE. bak > the Grind of te Bo 


winding horn, 


Ft invites to the chace, and awakens the mem 3 


| Hark, &c. 
Diana leads forward o'er mountains and plain, 


8 "ax a a ww hand 


1 4; eden. | . 


Diana, &c. 
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I. While Bacchus deprives us of reaſon and 

wealth 

1 The ſports of the field give both pleaſure and 

1 heal 

Such innocent paſtimes enſute us all joys, 

Where no bns'neſs diſturbs, no malice de- 

TE. | : 

Diana leads forward o'er mountain and plain, 

While echo enraptur'd repeates the blith ſtrain, 
Diana, &c. "rug 


— —— 


S ON. 
Sung by. Mr. CHAPMAN, et the Royalty 
Theatr 


to 


LOOK. out, brother ſportſmen, the morning 
is clear | 
And Phœbus o'er Hambledon hills does appear: 
Our ſports are delighting, the day is inviting, 
Then away to the chace, io the chace without 

fear = 

Tho' Reynard may fly, his fate is to die, 

For we ſarink im no danger before us: 

F To us, life's no trouble, and care is a 
Wen we follow the hounds in full chorus. 
——- Tan 


= A 5. VE 
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Tally-ho! my brave boys; ſee he ſlackens hu 
ſpeed; 
| a failing him, he to his cunning taks | 
heed : | 
His art now foi ſakes him, ſee Dancer Oel- 
takes him; 
The hounds now ſeiz2 on 9 Reyaal 
* is dead. 
Tho' Reynard, &c. 


Now home, my brave boys, and to Bache 
repair, 

And each take a glaſs to his favourite fair: 

Day and night is thus ſpent, in mirth, Joh | 
and content ; 

And may huntſmen for cver be ſtrangers ts 
Care. | | 


UN. 
M ritten, compeſed, aud ſang by Mrs. 


; WRrRIGHTEN, at Vauxhall. 
| PHE miſt from the mountains proclaim'cC 


was morn, 
And the ſun chang'd the de w- drops to pa 
on tne thora; 
T he pipe and the tabor now ſweet! j dig lot 
White the bird | in ect melody carol's # 
FToun! 


. 


| You'd better attend to your dairy and reel, 
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When the youth who at wreſtling laſt een 

won the prize. 
Gently tapt at the window, and bade me wile] j 
Tho? 1 lik'd his attention, I urg'd him to go, 
And peeviſhly cried, don't keep teazing me io. 


My old maiden Aunt from her chamber came 
cown ; 
What! flirting with Strephon! cried he with 
a frown ; 


Than to thoſe who profeſs what they wever 
can feel 3 

I wiſh you'd be wiſe and dere all the men; 

I will, Aunt, indeed, when l'm ihree-ſcc: 
and ten; 

If I find to my grave, I a Maiden muſt go, 

Depend on't III hate em, for tenzing WE 10. 


But fo prefling is Strephon, 'tis not to be boring 

He's juſt gain'd my promile to mect hiv nex 

morn, — 

Where the nymphs and the ſwains crows 
with chaplets are feen, | 

To hail the new May, by a dance on the green 

Shou'd he kneel at my feet, and wy pity ine 
plore, 

And repeat the ſoft oaths he ſo often has ſwore 

Shou'd he preſs me to wed, I'll to churc 
with him go, 

"Twill cure him, I warr2nt, of teazing me ie 


ö " SUNG 
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THE HARDY SAILOR. ©: 


THE hardy ſailor braves the ocean, , 
Fearleſs of the roaring wind, 

Yet his heart with ſoft emotion, 

Throbs to leave his love behind. 


To dread of foreign foes a ſtranger, 
Tho? the youth can dauntleſs roam, 


Alarming fears paint every danger, 
In a rival left at home. 4 1 


——ͤ — — "IP 


S O N G. 


Sung by Mr. Manzprrn at the Mufic-Hall. "|| 
WIEN tis fight, and the mid watch i * 


come, 
And chilling miſts hang o'er the dark ned wa! 
Then ſailors think of their far diftant home, 
And of thoſe friends they ne er may ſee again. | 
But when the fight's begun, 
Each ſerving at his gun, 
Should any thoughtof them come o'er your mini 
Thiak only ſhould the day be won, 
How *tewill chear 
Their hearts to hear, | 
That their old companion he was one. 
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Or, my lad, if you a miſtreſs kind. 
Have left on ſhore, ſome pretty girl and true, 
Who many nights doth liften to the wind, 
And ſigh to think how it may fare with you. 
= Oh! when the fight's begun, 
, + Each ſerving at his gun, 
Should any thoughts of her come o'er your 


mind, 
Think only ſhould the day be won, 
7 How *twill chear 4 
Her heart to hear, 


That her own true ſailor he was one. 


— — 


S ON G. 
1.1 THE SONS OF AN/CREON. 


10 Anacreon in heaven, where he fat in full 


glee, | 
Sew ſons of harmony ſent a petition, 
dat he their inſpirer and patron would be, 
- When this anſwer arriv'd from the Jolly 
| Old Grecian, 
« Voice, fiddle, and flute, 
und + No longer be mute, 
I'll lend you my name, and inſpire you to boots 
And beſides I'll inſtruct you like me to entwine 
The Myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's Vine.“ 
No. 7. G The 
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The news thro“ Olympus immediately ts 
W hen old Thunder pretended to give bin. 
ſelf airs ; 
« If theſe mortals are ſuffec'd their ſchemes 
purſu*®, 
The Cevil a Goddeſs will ſtay above ftairs: wi 
Hark ! already they cry, | 
| In tranſnorts of joy, 
| Away to the ſons of Anacreon we'll fly, 
And there with good fellows, we'll learn to 
entwine 


The Myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's Vine.“ 
„The yellow-hair'd God, and his Nine fufty 


maids, 
From Helicon's banks will incontinent flee; 
Idalia wil! boaſt but of tenantleſs ſhades,— 
And the bi-forked hill a mere deſart will be; 
My Thunder, no fear on't, 


| Shall ſoon do its errand, The 
And, d—mn me, I'll [winge the ringleaders, 

I warrant ; Yeſ 

I'll trim the young dogs for thus daring to _ 

is 


twine 


The Myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's Vine.” | . 


Apollo roſe up, and ſaid * prithee ne'er quarrel, 
Good King of the Gods, with thy Vor recs 


below ; May 
Tour Thunder is uſeleſs,” — then, n And 
Laurel, Tue 


Cry'd 6 Sis "evitabile Fulmen, you know; | © 


The Myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's Vine.” 


May our club flouriſh happy, united, and free; 
Ide Myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's Vine. 
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Then over each head 
My laurels I'll ſpread, 
So my ſons from your crackers no miſchief 
ſhall dread, 
Whilſt ſnug in their club-room the jovially 
twine 1 
The Myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's Vine.“ 


Next Momus got up with his riſible phiz, 

And ſwore with Apollo he'd chearfully join; 
« The tull tide of harmony ſtill ſhall be his, 

But the ſong, and the catch, and the laugh 
ſhall be mine ; 

Then Jove be not jealous _ 

Of theſe honeſt fellows, — 

Cry'd Jove, © we relent, fince the truth you 

now tell us, 


And ſwear, by Old Styx, that they long ſhall 


entwine 


Ye ſons of Anacreon, then join hand in hand, 
Preſerve unanimity, friendſhip, and love ; 
"Tis yours to ſupport what's ſo happily plann'd, 
9 the ſanction of gods, and the fiat of 

ve; 
Whilſt thus we agree, 
Cur toaſt let it be 


And long may the ſons of Anacreon entwine, 


G a SONG. 
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S ON G. 
DAMON AND FLA, I 


MEAR a ſmooth river's lonely ſide. 
* Where tuneful Naizds gently glide, 10 
| A ſecret grotto ſtands ; 
Within a rock's hard boſom made, 
Hid in the gloom of awful ſhade ; | 4e 
i he work of aature's hands. 6 


This ſweet retreat that once had been- 
Of joy and love the choſen ſcene, 
Poor injur'd Flavia ſought : 
But—to complain of Damon's vow _ 
There made and broke —ſhe choſe it now, 
Wich rage and forrow fraught. 


The hollow rock, where the reclin'd, N 
She thought was like falſe Damon's mind; 
His dark deſign— the ſhade ; 
The deep ſmooth ftream—his tempting face, 
Its fonnd—his tongue's deluding grace, 
That won, and that betray'd. 


Damon, one evening as he ſtray'd, 
'To meet ſome other tender maid, 
O'erheard her mournful plaint ; 
er ſighs, and tears, and ſoft deſpair | 
Inſeded all the neighbouring air, 1 
And forc'd him to relent. | * 


cc; 
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And now ſhe thinks, ſince Damon's kind, 
The ſteady rock ſtill like his mind; 
His love—the friendly ſhade ; 
The clear ſmooth ſtrram— his lovely face; 
Its ſoothing ſound—the tongue's ſoft grace, 
hat all her woes repaid. 


« No more be fear'd, then, fortune's powers! 
«Tis fancy all our bliſs dev curs, 
„O Or gives content, we find, 
« Men may be happy, if they pleaſe 3 
« We are ourſelves our own diſcaſe; 
©« The fault is in the mind.“ 


30:26, 


FOR FREEDOM AND HIS NATIVE 
' LAND. 


ME ST peace and pleaſureꝰs melting n 
For ever in this circle reign: * 

Awhile the muſe with ardour glows, 

To pay the debt that Britain owes. 

O wave awhile your ſoft delights, 

To praife each valiant ſon that fights, 

Ard braves abroad each hoſti'e band 


for treedum and his native land. 


7+” The 
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The ſoldier ſeeks a diſtant plain, 

The ſailor ploughs the boiſtꝰrous main, 
Their toil domeſtic eaſe ſecures, 
The labour theirs, the pleaſure yours: 
Then change awhile your ſoft delights, 
To praiſe each vaiiant ſon that fights, 
And braves abroad each hoftile band 
For freedom and his native land. 


Ye wealthy, who domeſtic ſweets 

Enjoy within your gay retreats, 

Think, think on thoſe who guard the ſhore, 
Whence unmoleſted ſprings your ftore : 
And change awhile your ſoft delights, 

To praiſe each valiant ſon that fights, 

And braves abroad each hoftile band 

For freedom and his native land. 


Ye ſwains, who haunt the ſhady grove, 
And tranquil breathe the vows of love,— 
Who hear not war's tremendous voice, 
But in the arms of peace rejoice, | 
Change, change awhile your ſoft delights, 
To praiſe each valiant ſon that fights, 
And braves abroad each hoſtile band 

For freedom and his native land. 


And ye, who in this frolic train, 

Inſpir'd with muſic's ſprightly ttrain, 
And wiid with pleaſure's airy round, 

Bid flowing bowls with love be crown'd. 


6 5 Amid 
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Amid your ſocial dear delights, 
Remember him who boldly figuts, 
And braves abroad each hoſtile band 
For freedom and his native land. 


THE DYING KID, 


BY WILLIAM SHENSTONE, ESQ. 


Optima quzque dies miſeris mortalibus zvi - 
Piima fugit. VIRG. 


IMITATION. 


Ah! wretched mortals we! our brighteſt days 
Ou fleeteſt pinion fly. 


A TEAR bedews my Delia's eye, 
To think yon playful kid muſt die; 
From cryſtal ſpring, and flow'ry mead, 
Muft, in his prime of life, — 4 


Erewhile, in ſportive cireles round 

She ſaw him wheel, and friſk, and bound; 
From rock to rock purſue his way, 
And, on the fearful margin, play. 
| G4 Pleas'd 
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Pleas'd on his various freaks to dwell, 
She ſaw him climb my ruſtic cell; 


Thence eve my lawns with verdure bright, 
And ſcem'd all ravifh'd at the fight. 


She t<1's, with what delight he ſtood, 
To trace his features in the flood : 
Then ſkipp'd aloof with quaint amaze ; 
And then drew near again to gaze. 


She tells me, how with eager ſpeed 
He flew to hear my vocal reed; | T 
And how, with critic face profound, 
And ſtedfaſt ear, devour'd the found, 


His ev'ry frolic, light as air, 
Deſerves the gentle Delia's care; 
And tears bedew her tender eye, 

To think the playful kid muſt dio. 


But knows my Delia, timely wiſe, 1 
How ſoon this blameleſs zra flies? 
Whilſt vi-lence and craft ſucceed ; 
Unfair deſign, and ruthleſs deed |! 


Soon would the vine his wounds deplore, 
And yield her purple gifts no more ; 
And ſoon, eras'd from ev'ry grove 


Were Delia's name, and Strephon's love. 


_— mx ME © 


No 
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No more thoſe bow'rs might Strephon ſee, - 
Where firſt he fondly gaz'd on thee ; 

No more thoſe beds of flow'rets find, 
Which for tay charming brows he twin'd. 


Each wayward paſſion ſoon would tear 
His boſom, now ſo void of care; | 
And, vhea they left his —_— vein, 
What, but infipid age, remain | 


Then mourn not the Gecrees of fate 
That gave his life ſo ſhort a date ; 
And I will join my tend'reſt ſighs, 
To think that youth ſo ſwittly flies ! 


S O N G. 
Sung by Miſs Haxwocp, Mufic Hall. 


AWAY ye fears of Jockey's love, 
He's conſtant and he's kind, 
Nane can frae me his fancy move, 
Ne'er fickle was his mind, © 
dure ſome ſtray'd kid keeps him away, 
Beyond his Eour to meet, OW io. 
Was I but there, I'd ſearch each brae, 
To gang with him ſac ſweet, : 


G5 Protect, 
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Protect, ye powers, the lad I love, 
I owe to him each joy, 


If Jockey is but by, 

More mild and ſweet the breezes ſeem, 
And riſing flowers array, = 
The bank beſide of yon pure fiream, 

If Jockey thither ſtray. 


Too well I ken "twill break my heart, 
If e'er my Jockey dies, 
Since now, whene'er we're forc'd to part, 
I'm nought but tears and ſighs, 
But ah! he comes, ceaſe every ſigh, 
For pleaſures round him play, 
He ſmiles, and all around wears joy 
Away, ye fears, away. 


A FAVOURITE SONG. 
CCMPCSER BY MR. DIBDIN, 


No dang'rous toil, but he'd encounter 
With {kill, and in contempt of fear. 


More gay's the fields, more ſweet's the grove; 


ACK RATLIN was the ableſt ſeaman, | 
None like him could hand, reef, or ſteer; 


I" 


AX +> WT” 
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In fight a lion, — the battle ended, 
Meek as the bleating lamb he'd prove; 
Thus Jack had manners, courage, merit, 
Yet did he figh, —and all for love. 


The ſong, the jeſt, the flowing liquor, 
For none of theſe had Jack's regard ; 
He, while his meſſmates. were caroufing, 
High fitting on his pending yard, 
Would think upon his fair one's beauties, 
Swear never from ſuch charms to rove ; 
That truly he'd adore them living, 
And, dying, hgh—to end his love. 


The fame expreſs the crew commanded 
Once more to view their native land, 
Among the reſt brought Jack ſome tidings 

Would it had been his love's fair hand! 
Oh! Fate! her death defac'd the letter— 
Inſtant his pulſe forgot to move l, 
Wich quiv'riog lips, and eyes uplifted, 
He heav'd a ſigh !—and dy'd for love. 


s ON G. 
Sung in the Agreeabie Surprize, 


Hr, harmleſs, rural pair, 
Void of jealouſy or care; 

Emblems of the bleſs'd- above, | 

Sharing pure ſeraphic love! By 
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By the brook, beneath the ſhade 
Of the lofty poplar laid, 
Cheerful ftrains awake the grove, 
Dulcet notes of peace and low 


Say, ye proud, ye rich, and great, 
Circled round with noiſe and ſtate, 


Real pleaſures can ye prove ? 
No; *tis found in rural love. 


— — —— 


% n R --« 
Miſs Newman, Muſic Hall. 


CEASE awhile ye winds to blow, 
Ceaſe ye roaring ſtreams to flow; 
Huſh'd be every other noiſe, 


I want to hear my lover's voice. 

| Ceaſe, &c, 
Here's the brook, the rock, the tree, 
Hark! a ſound ! I think 'tis he! 
"Tis not he, yet night comes on, c 
Where's my lovely wand'rer gone. 


Ceaſe, &c, 


Loud [I'll ſpeak to make him bear, 
*Tis I who calls my true love dear; 
The time is come, why this delay ? 
Alas! my wanderer's loft his way. 


Ceaſc, &c, 


= tn. 


* 
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3 O IN G. 
INVOCATION TO BACCHUS. 


ASSIST, O thou Gd of the Vine, 
To- friendſhip libatipns we pour; 
Let mirth, wit, and jollity join, 
To cheriſh the .cſtival hour. 


'Tis wine makes us and gay, 
The Lethe and balm of all woe ; 

Let's crown the full glaſs while we may, 
A bumper to bleſſings below. 


Let monarch's for kingdoms cor tend, 
A ſceptre's no more than a toy ; 
Our empire's a bottle and friend, 
Wit and wine are the fountains of joy. 


What's wealth or the gold of Peru, 
Poſſeſt they but add to aur care; 
The wretch may take gold as his due, 
But ſouls will have wine and the fair, 


All wiſdom, ſays Solomon's vain, 
And reaſon brings doubt and deſpair z 
How books do but puzzle the brain, 
And teach us what idcots we are, 


87 


rin 20 


Let wretches ſcek grandeur and gold 
And learning, all troubſeſome things; 

Give us wine, O thou God of the Bow', 

We're greater than ſages or kings. 


S ON. 


HARP is the fate of him who loves, 
Yet dares not tell his trembling pain, 
But to the ſympathetic groves, 
But to the lonely liſt'ning plain. 


Oh, when ſhe bleſſes next your ſhade, 
Oh, when her footſteps next are ſeen, 
In flow'ry tracks along the mead, 
In freſher mazes o'er the green. 


* ſpirits of the vale, 
o whom the tears of love are dear, 
From dying lilies waft a gale, 

And ſigh my ſorrows in her car. 


O, tell her what fhe cannot blame, 
Tho' fear my tongue mult ever bind; 

Oh, tell her, that my virtuous flame 
Is, 48 her ſpotle fs ſou), refin'd. 


* 
— 
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Not her own guardian angel eyes, 
With chaſter tenderneſs his care 
Net purer her own wiſhes riſe, | 
Not holier her own fighs in pray'r, 


But if, at firſt, her virgin fear 
Should ftart at love's ſuſprcted name, 
With that of friendſhip ſoothe her ear 
True love and friendſhip are the ſame. 


s ON G. 


AlL Burgund y ! thou juice divine 
Inſpirer of my ſong; 
The praiſes given to other wine, 
I 0s thee alone belong. 
Of poignant wit and roſy charms, 
1T hou can'ſt the pow'r improve; 
| Care of its ſting the balm diſarms, 
' Thou nobleſt gift of Jove. 


Bright Phcebus, on the parent vines, 
From whence thy current ſtreams, 
Sweet- ſmiling thro? the tendril ſhines, 
And laviſh darts his beams. 
The pregnant grape receives his fires, 
And all his force retains ; | 
With that ſame u armth our brain inſpires, 
And animates our ſtrains. | 
G8 From 
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From thee my Chloe's radiant eye 

New ſparkling beams receives, 
Her cheeks imbibe a roſier dye, 
Hier beateous boſom heaves. 
Summon'd to love by thy alarms, 

Ou! with what nervous heat 
Worthy the fair, we fill their arms, 
Aud oft our bliſs repeat. 


T he ſtoic, prone to thought intenſe, 
R 2004 ſoftneſs can unbend ; 
C ul gaiety diſpenſe, 
And make him taite a friend. 
His brow grows clear, . he feels content, 
Forgets his penſive firife ; ' 
And then concludes his time well ſpent 
In honeſt, ſocial life. . 


E'en Beaux, thoſe ſoft amphibious things, | 
Wrapt up in felf and dreſs, 

Quite loſt to the delight that ſprings, 
From ſenſe—thy pow'r confeſs. 
The Fop, with chitty, maudlin face, 

That dares but deeply drink, 
Forgets his cue and ſtiff grimace,— 
Grows free, and ſeems to think. 


SONG. 


% 
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S O N G. = 
SECOND THOUGHTS ARE BEST. 
Sung by Mifs Leary, at Fauxhall. 
(COME liſt to me, ye gay and free, 


And ye whom cares moleſt, 
War, wine, and love, but tend to 
I hat jecond thoughts are belt ! 
The queen of charms, the god of arms, 
Gay Bacchus, and the reſt, ; 
When aſk'd, ne'er flounce, yet all pronounce 
That ſecond thoughts are beſt ! 


The jealous boy, if Daphne's coy, 
*Gainſt Cupid will proteſt ; 

His nymph diſdain, then think again, 
For ſecond thoughts are beſt ! 

The fair one too, unus'd to woo, 
Drives Henry from her breaſt ; 

Then ſeeks the elf, makes love herſelf : 
For ſecond thoughts are beſt! _ 


And Mars, who doats on ſcarlet coats, 
I'm ſure will ſtand the teſt, 


Nor frowns on her who dares aver, 


T hat ſecond thoughts are beſt ! 


— 
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Leer. Neptune too, our fleet in view, N 
Rept Gatlia's fleet in Breſt ; | 

They mezht to fight, he put them right, bY 
Their ſecond thoughts were beſt ! 


Again but mark the tippling ſpark, I 
When ſeated as a gueft, 

At firſt refiga his darling wine, [ 
But ſccond thoughts are beſt ! 

And yon, i ſee, will fide with me: 
S. me louder than the reſt ; 

Will cry, No more, and then Encore 
But ſecond thoughts are beſt ! 


S O N G. 
| Written by PeTzr PinDaR, EV. 


O THOU ! whoſe love inſpiring air . 
Delights, yet gives a thouſand woes; 

My day declines in dark deſpair, 

And night hath loſt her ſweet repoſe : 


Yet who, alas! like me was bleſt, 
To others ere thy charms were known; | 
When fancy told my raptur'd breaſt, 1 
That Cynthia ſmil'd on me alone ? 


Nymph | * 
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Nymph of my ſoul, forgive my fighs ; 
Forgive the jealous fires | feel; 

Nor theme the trembling wretch, who dies, 
When others to thy beauties knee], 


Od 


Lo! theirs is every winning art, 

With fortune's gifts—unknown to me 
] only boaſt a ſimple heart, 

In love with innocence, and thee. 


$ O NG, 
Sung by Mr, MErxEDiTH, Muſic Hall. 


SEE! the jolly God appears 
In his hand * bowl he rears ! 
Quaffing, let me drown my care, 
And all thy noble ſpirit, ſhare. 
Precious goblet ! cup divine 
Let me quaff thy roſy wine. 


Let my hoary honours grow, 
Wrinkles treſpaſs on my brow, 
Let them come, prepar'd | ſtand, 
And graſp my goblet in my bond. 
Precious gobiet, &e. 


Cupid 
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Cupid, in my youthful hour, 
Led me captive of his pow'r; 
Now, with branches from thc vine, 
I guard me from his dart divine. 
Precious goblet, &c, 


Bacchus ! jolly God appear ! 
None but choiceſt friends are here; 
P;erce thy oldeſt, deepeſt caſk, 
And let us drain the frequent flaſk. 
Precious goblet ! cup divine! 


Let us quaff thy roſy vine. 


HUNTING SONG. 
Mr. Mexepita, Muſic Hall. 


H ARK, hark how the foreſt reſounds with 

the chace, 

The muſical hounds and the merry ton'd horn, 
Health, roſy health blooms atreſh in each face, 
And Aurora's bright _ the gay meadows 

adorn. 

Wat muſic abounding, 

While echo reſounding, 


Tontaron, Tontaron, Tontaron, ſounds the 


born. 


Fot 


1 w_t 
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For ages long paſt has the chace been renown'd 
By the wiſeſt, the nobleſt, the greateſt rever'd, 
And thoſe who've in battle with conqueſt been 
 crown'd, 

At firſt in the chace have with honor appear'd. 

With muſic abounding, 
While echo reſounding, | 
rang Tontaron, Tontaron, ſounds the 
" 


Then boys let's away, when the ſeaſon invites, 
And bruſh by the dews of the ruddy fac'd morn 
To ſhare in theſe .,oble and healthful delights, 
Which the hunters with vigor and glory adorn, 
Sweet muſic abounding, 
While echo reſounding, 
Tontaron, Tontaron, Tontaron, ſounds the 
horn. 


F ATA 
RECITATIVE, 


TWAS roſy morn, when chaſte Diana 
bright, 
From balmy flumbers ſpringing light, 
Wak'd all her nymphs from pleaſing reſt, 
And thus her ſylvan train addreſs'd : 
AIR, 
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AIX. 


From this high mount with me deſcend, 
And now to the joys of the chace, — 

O'er hills and dales our flight we bend, 
And match the fleet ſtag in vur pace. 


My ſilver bow is ready ſtrung, 
My golden quiver graceful hung: 
A way, my nymphs, awav,— 
t ſhouts to the welkin reſound ; 
And ſhe who ſtrikes the deſtin'd prey, 


S. 0 N 8. 
ON A PIPE OF TOBACCO. 
PRETTY tube of mighty power, 


| Charmer of an idle hour ; 
Object of my hot deſice, 
Lip of wax, and eye of fire; 
fnd thy ſnuwy taper waiſt, 
With my finger gently brac'd ; 
Ard tay loveiy ſwelling creit, 
With my bended ſtopper preit; 
And the ſweet Þ'ifs of bliſlzs, 
Breathing from thy balmy kiſſes ; 
Happy thrice, and thrice agen 
Happieſt he of happy men! 


Shall Queen of the Foreſt be crowu'd. 


on wy Av 9 22 


„„ 
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Who, when again the night returns, 
When again the taper burns ; 

When again the crickets gay, 

(Litttle crickets full of play) 

Can afford his tube ta feed 

With the fragrant Indian weed; 
Pleaſure for a hoſe divine, 

Incenſe of the God of Wine 

Happy thrice, and thrice agen 
Happieſt he of happy men ” 


© 


5 O N G. 
THE HAPPY SHEPHERD. 


WITH the ſun J riſe at morn, 
Haſte thy flocks into the mead : 
By the fields of yellow corn, 
There my gentle lambkins feed: 
Ever ſportive, ever gay, 
While the merry pipe I play. 


Lovely Mira joins the ftrain ; 
Calls the wand'rer to its mate 
Her fweet voice can ſoothe each pain, 
And make the troubled heart elate ; 
Ever cheerful, ever gay, 
While the merry pipe l pray. | 
| i When 
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When from Winter's rugged arms 
Zephyrs fleeting leave the grove, 

Mira cheers me with her charms ; 

For her ſong is tun'd to love : 

Ever happy, ever gay, 

On the merry pipe I play. 


C 


Tho' no ſplendour decks my cot, 

With my Fair I live content; 

May it be my happy lot, V 
Still to love, and ne'er repent ; 

While, at dawn and N day, 

On the merry pipe I play ! 


CANTATA. Dr. Arnold. 


Sung by Mr. Mzxrbirn, Maſic Hull. 


RECITATIVE. 
wy beaury's goddeſs from the ocean 


ſprung, 
Aſcending o'er the waves, ſhe caſt a ſmile 
On fair Biitannia's happy iſle, 
And rais'd her tuneful yoice, and ſweetly ſung, 


L 
E 
1 
5 


ATR» 
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AIR. 


Hail, Britannia ! Hail to thee, 

Faireſt iſland of the fea, 

Thou my fav'rite land ſhall be 
Cyprus too, ſhall own my ſway, 

And dedicate to me its groves ; 

Yet Venus, and her train of loves, 
Will with happier Britain ſtay. 

Hail, Britannia ! Hail to thee, 

Faireft iſland of the ſea. 


RECITATIVE. 


"I Britannia heard the notes diffuſing wide, 
And ſaw the power whom gods and men 
— 
Approaching nearer with the tide, 
And, in a rapture, loudly cry'd, 
O welcome, welcome to my 


_. 
Lovely ifle fo richly bleſs'd, 
Beauty's palm is thine confeſs'd ; 
Thy daughters all the world outſhine, 
Not Venus ſelf is fo divine. | 


SONG. 
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. 
DAMON AND PASTORA. 
A TWO PART SONG. 


Damon. 


PROM flow'r to flow'r, his joy to change, 
Flirts yonder wanton bee ; 
From fair to 12 thus will I range, 


And Pl be ever free. 
Paſtora. 


Y on little birds attentive view, 
That hop from tree to tree; 

I'll copy them, I'll copy you, 
For [I'll be ever free. 


Damon. 


While tempeſts ſhake the nodding grove, 
And plough the foaming ſea ; 

Whiie hawks purſue the flying dove, 
So long will 1 be free. 


Paftera. 
Till on the buſh the lil y grows,— 
Pill flocks forſake the lee; | 
Till from the rock burſts forth the roſc, 
You'll ſind me blithe and free. 


Bath 


Tt 
Ar 


* Ya true blues of the main, 


For grog is the liquor of life, 
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Bath. 


Then let's divide to eaſt and Weſt, 
Since we ſhall nc'er agree; 

And try who keeps their promiſe beſt, 
And who's the longeſt free. 


/ 


——— CI 


S ON G. 
GROG 18 THE LISUOR OF LIFE. 
By Mr. GREEN, 


” 


ell ſkilled in heaving the log, 
Attend to a ſailor's rough ſtrain, 
Who ſings of your favourite grog, 


The delight of each true Britiſh tar, 
It baniſhes ſorrow and ſtrife, 
And ſoſtens the hardſhips of war. 


Brave Vernon, to Britons ſtill dear, 
O!] long may'ſt thou live, tho” incog'; 
'T was ſome acity whiſper'd thine ear, 
And hinted the health giring grog. 
TY Por grog is the, &c. 


His 
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His vineyards the Monſieur may boaſt, 
And delight in the ſoup of a frog, 

But too ſoon he ſhall find to his coſt, 
That claret muſt yield to good grog. 


For grog is the, &c. 


Each Saturday night that revolves, 
My meſſmate he gives me a jog, 
To the wife or the ſweetheart he loves, 
He takes off a cann of good grog. 
For grog is the, &c, 


If love ſhould as whilom deſcend, 
Of ſome female mortal a gog, 
His nectar he ſurely would mend, 
By mixing his liquor with grog. 


For grog is the, ee. 


I heard an Hibernian declare. 

Ay Saint Patrick, tho* born in a hoe 

That while he could ſee with an ear, 
No wine he could drink except grog. 


For grog is the, &c. 


No danger our hearts can diſmay, 
No terror we feel trom a flog, 
For what is a dozen a-day, 
To a double allowance of grog. 


ok EY 


Now 


* 

*% 
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Now war is declar'd, let's advance, 
May the flincher be hang'd like a dog, 
Who yields to proud Spain or vain France, 

Is a ſtranger to freedom and grog. 
For grog is the, &c, 


— ö » 


* 
S O NG. 


ARE, Daphoe, from the hawthorn-buſh 

The (potted fanches fing ; 

In artleſs notes the merry thruſh 
Salutes the blooming ſpring : 

On verdant bed the vi'let hies, 
To woo the weſtern pale ; 

While tow'ring lilies meet our eyes, 
Like love-fick virgins pale. 


The rill that guſhes o'er the ſhore, 
Winds murm'ring thro” the glade ; 
So heart- ſtruck Thyrſis tells his moan, 
To win his clay-cold maid : 

The golden ſun in freſh array, 
Flames forward on the ſphere ; | 
Arourd the May-pole ſhepherds play, 
1% hai: the flow'ry year. a 
8 


— 


240 THE NEW 


Say, ſhall we taſte the breezy air, 
Or wander through the R 
There talk of Sylvia's wild deſpair, 

The pray of lawleſs love ? 


Ah, no ! ſhe cries ; o'er Sylvia's fall, 
Nor triumph o'er her duſt. 


True virtue ſcorns to fling the dart, 
Herſelf above all fear: 

Then own, ye nymphs, this godlike truth 
Is on your hearts impreſt ; 

On brighteſt patterns from your youth, 
And be for ever bleſt. 


S$ 0 N. 


THE NYMPH's REPLY, 
(See Song, page 180.) 


F all the world and love were young, 


Theſe pretty pleaſures might me move, 
Jo live with thee, and be thy love.” 


Time drives the flocks from field to field, 
When rivers rage, and rocks grow cold, 
And Philomel becometh dumb : 

The reſt complains of cares to come. 


And truth in ev'ry ſhepherd's tongue; 
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The flow'rs do fade, and wanton fields 
To wayward winter's reck'ning yields: 
A honey tongue, a heart of gall, 

Is fancy's ſpring, but forrow's fall. 


Thy gowns, thy ſhoes, 17 Ame of roſes ; 
Thy cap, thy Erde, and 

Soon break. ſoon wither, 4 forgotten, 
In folly ripe, in reaſon rotten, 


Thy belt of ſtraw and ivy buds, 
Thy coral claſp and amber ſtuds, 
All theſe in me no means can move 
To come to thee, and be thy love. 


But could youth laſt, and love ſtill breed; 
Had joy no date, nor age no need; 

Then theſe delights my mind might move, 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 


D U ET. 


T 


COMPOSED BY MR. HAYDEN, 


A I ſaw fair Clora walk alone, 

The feather'd ſnow came ſoftly down z 
As Jove deſcending from his tow'r, 
To court her in a filver ſhow'r. 


| 
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The wonton ſnow flew to her breaſts, 
Like little birds into their neſts; 

But being overcome with whiteneſs there, 
For griet diſloly'd into a tear. 


Thence falling on her garment's hem, 
To deck her, froze into a gem. 


' THE SHEPHERD's ADVICE. 
A PASTORAL BALLAD. 


Scene, A CoTTAGE.——Time, WinTEt, 


COME, learn of me, my rural friends, 
Who would the ſweets of life enjoy; 
Come, ſce, where mirth with virtue blends, 
And ſocial cares the hours employ. 
Come, ſee, around my chearful fire, 
Domeftic bleſſings on me wait; 
Whatec'er 'tis virtuous to deſire, 
E'er dwells within my peaceful gate. 


We know no charms in folly's train; 
We feel no pains from envy's dart; 
The guilty ple aſures of the vain 
No wiſh excite, - no joys impart. 
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Secure within ourſelves we find 
Felicity they cannat bring : 
The treaſure of the virtuous mind, 
The golden age which poets ling. 


Nor here are ſocial joys forgot ; 
Some ſwain, whoſe heart with friendſhip 
glows, 
Shares the free comforts of our. cot ; 
The peaceful ſcene ſtill brighter grows: 
Now guiltleſs mirth our breaſts inſpire, 
| OFer many a paſt delight we rove; 
Whilſt Mary wakes the rural lyre 
To friendſhip, or to faithful love. 


Enjoy with me this heartfelt eaſe, 
Leave envy, folly, noiſe, and ftrife z 
Comforts unmixt enjoy, like theſe, 
That foothe the rugged paths of life. 
Like me, be happy, blithe and gay, 
Nor my rich homely joys deſpiſe ; 
« But ere youth's ſeaſon glides away, | 
« The ſhepherd's tranſports learn to prize.” 


$ 0:Nn'G. 


PE RHAPS it is not love, ſaid I, 
That melts my ſoul when Flavia's nigh ; 

Where wit and ſenſe like hers agree, 

One may be pleas d, and yet be free. 
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The beauties of her poliſh'd mind, 
It needs no lover's eye to find; 
The hermit freezing in his cell 
Might wiſh the gentle Flavia well. 


It is not love averſe to bear , 
| The ſervile chain that lovers wear, 
Let, let me all my fears remove, 
My doubts diſpel—it is not love 


| Oh ! when did wit ſo brightly ſhine, 
In any form leſs fair than thine ? 
It is—it is Love's ſubtle fire, 


| And under friendſhip lurks defice. 


Pr 
i — 


s ON G. 


SHAZKESPEARE. 


LOW, blow, thou winter's wind! 
Thou art not ſo unkind 

As man's ingratitude : 

Thy tooth is not fo keen, 

Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 

Although thy breath be rude, 


Hei 


4. 
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holly : 


Moſt friendſhip is feigning, —moſt loving mere 


foll 
Then, heigh oh ! the holly, 
This life is molt jolly. 


Freeze, freeze, thou bitter ſky, 
Thou didft not bite ſo nigh 
Ay benefits forgot. Fs 
Though thou the waters warp, 
Thy ſting is not fo ſharp 
As friend remember'd not. 


High ho ſing, heigh ho! unto the green 


holly : 
Moſt friendſhip is feigning, —moſt loving mere 


foll 
Then, heigh oh ! the holly, 
This life is moſt joliy. 


A NEW FAVORITE 
HUNTING SONG. 


— Aurora is up, the ſweet goddeſs of 


And Fra 44 from Thetis's breaſt, 
The fleet-footed hare ſteals ſwiftly away. 


Heigh ho ! ſing, heigh ho! unto the green: 


And the ſweet-ſhrcilling lark leaves her neſt. - 


| 
| 


| 


THE NEW 


Eporvs, | 


Then ariſe my 3 to che health - giving 
chace, 
And hail the ä of the morn ; 


No care in your ,ever take place 
While you-folldw: ihe. found of the horn. 
Sure no ſport on on E: GN a pleaſure can yield, 

No joy to the & 


What 5 proſpect io br 
Or taſte of the ſweef morning air. 
'Cno. Then ariſe, my brave boys, &c. 


We thus ſpend) Fives in à round of delight, 
While ra dm bright in each eye; 
Our fav 4 we toiſt with bumpers at night, 
And thus fickle Fortune defy. 
Cho. Then ariſe, my brave boys, &c. ' 


— 


ON 8. 
BY MATTHEW PRIOR, ESQ. 


FF wine and muſic have the power 
To eaſe the fickneſs of the ſaul; 
Let Phœbus every ſtring explore, 


And Bacchus U the ſprightly bowl. 


— 


t 


TWäas when the ſeas were roaring, 
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Let them their friendly aid employ 
To make my Chloe's abtence light; 
And ſeek for pleaſure, to deftroy | 
The ſorrows of this live-long night. 


But ſhe to-morrow will return; 
Venus, be thou to-morrow: great; 

Thy myrtles ſtrew, thy odours burn, 
And meet thy fav'rite nymph in ſtate. 


Kind goddefs, to no other powers 


Let us to morrow's bleſſings oun: 
Thy darling love ſhall guide the hours, 
And all the day be thine alone, 


s ON G. 
rium by Mr. Gar. : 
RECITATIVE. 


Vith hollow blaſts of wind, 
A damſel lay deploring, 
All on a rock reclin'd! 
Wide o'er the foaming billows _ 
She caft a wiſhful look ; 
Her head was crown'd with willows, 
That trembled o'er the brook. 
No. 8. 3 AIR 
* i 
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AIR, 
Twelve months are gone and over, 
And nine long tecious days; 
Why didſt thou, ventrous lover, 
Why didſt thou truſt the ſeas ? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou troubled ocean, 
And let my lover reſt ; 


Ah ! what's thy troubled motion, 
To that within my breaſt ? 


T he merchant robb'd of treaſure, 
Views tempeſts with deſpair ; 

But what's the loſs of treaſure 
To loſing of my dear ? 


Should you ſome coaſt be laid on, 


W here gold and diamonds grow, 
You'd find a richer maiden, 
But none that lov'd you ſo. 


How can they ſay that nature 
Has nothing made in vain ; 
Why, then, beneath the water, 
Do hideous rocks remain ? 

No eyes thoſe rocks diſcover, 
That lurk beneath the deep, 
To wreck the wand'ring lover, 


And leave the maid tu weep. 


—— 


Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks, my raviſh'd eat, | 
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Thus melancholy lying, 


R Thus wail'd ſhe tor her dear, 


Repaid each blaſt with ſizhing, 
Each billow with a tear : 

When o'er the white wave ſtooping, 
His floating corte ſhe ſpy'd ; 

Then, like a willow drooping, 


She bow'd her head—and dy'd. 


Ss .Q--N. 0: 
Surg by Mr. Haxwoop, Muſic Hall. 


„ 
WHEN Delia on the plain appears, 
Aw'd by a thouſand tender fears, 
I would approach, but dare not move; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 


No other voice but hers can hear ; 
No other wit but hers approve ; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love! N 


When e'er we meet my looks confeſs 
The joys that all my ſou! poſeſs, 
And ev'ry anxious care remove; 

Teil me, my heart, if this be love ? 


H 2 When 
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{ When ſhe is abſent, I no mere 

Delight in all that pleas'd before, 

The deareſt ſpring, the ſhadieſt grove ; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love. 


If ſhe ſome other ſwain commend, 
Tho' J was once his fondeſt friend, 
His inſtant enemy I prove, N 
Tellime, my heart, if this be love 5 
When fond of power, of beauty vain, 
Her nets ſhe ſpreads for every ſwaia ; 
I ſtrove to taſte, but vainly ſtrove; ; 
Teil me my heart if this be love? 


S ON S. 
Surg by Mr. Harwoop, at the Maſic Hall. 


YE ſluggards who murder your life-time in 
fleep, 
. and purſue the fleet hare, 
From liſe ſay what joy, ſay what pleaſure you 
reap | 
T mw eier could with hunting compare. 
When Phœbus begins to enliven the morn, 
'Fhe huntſman attended my hounds, 
Rejoices and glows at. the found. of the horn, 
Whilſt woods the ſweet echo reſounds. 


— 


B. 


Li 


n 


4 / 
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The courtier, the lawyer, the prieft have a 


view, 


Nay every profeſſion the ſame, 


But ſportſmen, ye mortals, no pleaſure purſue, 


But ſuch as accrue from the game. 
While drunkarcs are plcas'd in the joys of the 


cup, 
And turn into day ev'ry night, 
At the break of each morn the huntſman is up 
And bounds o'er the Jawns with delight. 


Then quickly, my lads, to the foreſt repair, 
O'er hills, dales and vallies let's fly, 

For who can, ye gods feel 2 moment of care, 
When each joy will another ſupply ? 


Thus each morning, each day, in raptures we 
paſs | | 
' And ** no comfort to ſhare, 
But at night to refreſh with tue botile and glaſs, 
And feed on the ſpoil of the hare, 


N. 
Sung by Miſs Newman, Auf Hall. 


V Har wakes this new pain in my breaſt ? 
This ſenſe that lay Dormant before ? 
Lie ſtill, buſy flutterer, and ref, 
Tne peace of my boſom reſtore. 


H 3 What wakes, &c 
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y trickles in ſilence the tear, 


"This fi.ching—ah ! what does it mean? 
This mixture of hope and of fear, 


Where once all was mild and ferene 
| V/ hat wakes, &c, 
Some pleaſingly anxious alarm, 
Now warms and then freezes my heart, 
Some (ft irteſiſtible charm, 


Alternate gives pleaſure and ſmart. 
f | What wakes, &c, 


SON G, Hook. 
Sung by Mr. HARwOOD, Muſic Hall. 
TFAEE not to me of pedant rules, 


1 leave debates to learned fools ; 
Oh ! give me ſtill, my life to cheer, 
A beauty kind and friend ſincere ; 
The joys alone [ wiſh to find, 
Are friends ſincere and beauty kind. 


Bring me then t' adorn my+-brow, 
Wreaths of flow'rs that ſweet'y blow; 
W hile youth invites, oh let me prove, 
The joys of wine, the ſweets of love; 
Sti!l happy, could I ever find 

My friends ſincere and beauty Kind. 


> 


Here 


1 
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Here the flow'ry garland bring, 

With numbers ſweet I'll wake the ſpring 
With ſnowy boſom'd Sappho gay, 
I'll dance and ſing the hours away; 
In her ſweet converſe may I find, 


The 2 ſincere and beauty kind. 
— I 
$8 ON Go 


A PASTORAL. 
The words by Mr. CUNNINGHAM. 


OFEN moorlands, and mountains, rude, 


barren, and bare, 
As wearied and wilder'd I roam, 
A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſces my deſpair, 
And leads me o'er lawns to her home. 
And leads me, Ic. 


Yellow ſheafs from rich Ceres her cottage had 
crown'd, 
Green — 2 were ſtrew'd on the floor; 


Her caſenenis ſweet woodbines * Wan- 
tonly round. 


And deck'd the ſod ſeat at her FURY 


And deck'd the, &c. 
H 4 We 
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We fat our ſelves down to a cooling repaſt, 
Freſh fru ts, and ſhe cull'd me the beſt ; 


W niit thrown from my guard by ſome glances 
ſhe caſt, 


Love ſly:y ftule into my breaſt. 
Love fl;ly, &.. 
I told my toft wiſhes—ſhe ſweetly replied, 


(Ye v:r2in-, her voi.e was divine) 


J have reh owes re jected, and the great ones 
di med ; 


Yet take inc fond ſhepherd—1'm thine. 
Yet take me, Ec. 


Her air was > modeſt, her aſpeA fo meek; 

© f1in e tho? fv rt were her charms ; 
I wer ene rie roſes thut glod on her cheek, 
And lock'd th: lov'd maid in my arms. 


4 nd loc A the, &c. 


Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep 
Ait on the banks by the ſtream, 

Re-lin'd on her boſom I fink into fleep, 
Her 1 imege ſtill ſotte.'s m dream, 


Her : mage, & e. 


Together we range o'er the flow-riſing hills, 
Delizhred with paſtoral views, 


Or reſt en the rock whence the ſtreamlet 
diſtills, 


And marks out new themes for my muſe. 
And marks out, E. 


7 


. 


| 
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To pomp, or proud titles, ſhe ne'er cou'd 


| aſpire ; 
The damſel's of humble deſcent ; 
T he cottager Peace is well known for her fire; 
The ſhepherds have nam'd her Content. 


The ſhepherds, Ic. 


S O N G. 
SUNG BY MRS, CROUCH 
In the Comedy of the Heireſs. 


FOR tenderneſs faſhion'd, in life's early day, 
A parent's ſoft ſorrow to mine led the way; 

The leſſon of pity was caught from her eye, 

And ere I knew language, | ſpoke with a ſigh. 


The nightingale plunder'J—the mate-widow'd 


ve, 
The warbled complaint of the ſuffering grove, 
To youth, as it ripen'd, gave ſentiment new : 


The object ſtill changing, the ſympathy true. 


Soft embers cf paſſion yet reſt in their glow z 
A warmth of more pain may this breaſt never 
know! * 
Or if too indulgent the bleſſings I claim, 
the ſpark drop from reaſon, that weakens 
the flame. H 5 ; SONG. 
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THE CONSOLATION. 
A CANTATA. 
' BY FREDERIC ATKINSON. 


Set to Mufic by Mr. M. CamiDGE. 


air, G 


And ri:hly impregnates the breath of the 


morn ? | 
Ariſe, lovely Delia! and let us repair 
To you? verdant bank, that is ſhaded with 


thorn, 


Ah ſee ! in the graſs, how the violet lays hid! 
Its beautiful head is bow'd down to the 
grcund ; 
And we viſit its humble retirement unbid, 
Only led by the ſweets it diffuſes around. 


RECITATIVE. (Accompanied) 


Quickly I took it from its neſt, _ 
And plac'd in on my Delia's breaſt; 
T here, while amid ſuperior charms it hung— 


Again 1 firuck my lyte and thus I ſung. 
| AIR» 


VW HENCE riſes this perfume, that fills the 
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AIR. 
Emblem of Delia's modeſty ! 


Here from concealment riſe : 
Like her, from envy's ſhade be free ; ; 
Like her adorn the ſkies. 


Here, happy flower! rejoice to dwell 
Near to that virtuous heart, 
Whoſe truth, whoſe meekneſs can repel 
Detraction's beneful dart. 


AIR. 


Smile on this flower, my gentle maid ! 
And mark the leſion it conveys, — 

That merit in misfortune's ſhade 
Should ne'er deſpair ot brighter days, 


— — — 
$0 NG, 
Miſs WIIEkIxso d, Mufic Hall. 


II, what can detain my dear ſhepherd ſa 
long, | 
\Wiy comes he not forth to the green? 
Since tige blackbiids and thruſhes began their 
ſweet lay, 


Neither him nor his flocks have 1 en. 
H 6 


Ah 
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Ah, where can he flay this ſweet ſummer's 
day 
Why comes he not forth to the green? 
Since the blackbirds and thruſhes degan their 
ſweet lay, 


Neither him nor his flocks have I ſeen. 


Ev'ry place that I view like a deſart appears, 
The moments paſs heavily by: 
I figh, and my heart is ſurrounded with fears, 
When Damon, my ſhephero's not nigh. 
Ah, where can he ſtay, &c. 


All the trees of the grove ſeem to fade and 
decay, 
Ev'ry flow'r of the field droops i its head ; 
My ks are all couch'd, and forget their 
fond play, 
Becaule their dear ſhepherd is fed. 


Ah, where can he ſtay, &e. 


G LE IL. 
BY E. As 


i this happy meeting long life and profp*+ 
rity, - 


Friendſhip and harmony ever reizn here; 

Let the glaſs go about with joy and celerity, 

So ſhall we baniſh all ſorrow and fear. 
Adagis. 
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Adagio. 
Should Rigour and Care preſume to intrude, 
And with their grave faces our bliſſes delude, 
Thus we'll engage them, and teach them to 
know, EO 
What power our nectar inſpires here below. 


Vivace. 


Then charge, charge again, and teach them 
to prove | 


The mighty, mighty pow'rs of Wine and Love. 


= This Glee, for three voices, was lately publiſhed 
F. Preſton, London. 


* 


S O N G, Bach. 
Sung by Miſs NRwMAN, at the Muſic Hall. 


M DST ſilent ſhades and purling ſtreams, 
The god of love ſupinely dreams; 

In roſy and fantaſtic chains, 

He leads deluded maids and ſwains. 

But if the trumpet's loud alarms, 

Excite to deeds of manly rms; 

As the tremendous ſounds ariſe, 

The coward boy in terror flies ; 

On ſilken wings he cuts the air, 

Scar'd at the thunder of the war, 


H 7 SONG, 
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S O N G. 


ONE evening Good Humour took Wit ag 

' his gueſt, , 

| Reſfolv'd — indulge i in a ſenſible feaſt ; 

| Their liquor was claret, and friendſhip their 
boſt, 

And mirth, ſong, and ſentiment, garniſh 'deach 


toaſt. 
| | Derry down, &c. 
But while, like true Bucks, they enjoy'd their 
ign, 
For the joy of a Buck lies in love, wit, and 


wine ; 
Alarm'd, they all heard at the door a loud 
knock, 
And the watchman hoarſe, bellow'd, *twas 
paſt twelve o'clock.” 
Derry down, &c. 
They TY ran down, the diſturbing dog 
found, 


And up fair they dragg'd the impertinent 
houn 
When brought to the light, how much they 
| were pleas'd 
To ſee "twas the grey glutton, Time, they had 


Derry down, &c. 
His 


- ſeiz'd, 
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His glaſs as his lanthorn, his ſcythe as his pole, 
And his ſingle lock dangl'd a down his ſmooth 
ſkull ; 
s My friends, quoth he, coughing, I thought fit 
> to knock, 4 BY 
And bid ou be gone for * tis 12 0'c 
Io 7 g Derry down, &c. 


\ Say'd the venom-tooth'd ſage, on this advice fix, 

Thoꝰ nature ſtrikes twelve, — ſtill points to 
ſix ; 

He longer had preach'd, but no longer they'd 

5 bear it, 

So hid dim at once in a hogſhead of claret. 

5 Derry down, &c. 


This is right call'd out Wit; while you're yet 
| in your prime, 
There's nothing like claret for killing of Time: 
Huzza ! reply'd Love, now no more can he | 
knock, 
Or, impertinent, tell us tis paſt 12 n 
| Derry down, &c. 
Since Time is confin'd to our wine, let us 
| think 
By 3 maxim we're ſure of our time when we 
rink ; 
With bumpers, my las, let our glaſſes be 
| | prim 'd,— 
| Now we're certain our drinking is always well- 
T tim'd, Derry down, &c. 
1 3 SONG. 
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COLIN THAT LIVES IN THE VALE. 
(4 faverite Vauxhall Song.) 
sur BY 1188 ounTLEs. 
V HERE the jeſſamin ſweetens the bow'r, 


«nc — ps adorn the gay gieen; 
And the rotcs, refreſh'd by the ſhow'r, 
Contribute to brighten the ſcene : 
In a cottage retirement there lives 
Your. Colin, and Phcebe the fair; 
The bl ſings each other receives, 
In mutual irj..y ment they ſhare. 
And the lads tell the laſſes, in hopes to prevail, 
1 * as conſtant as Colin that lives in the 
ale. 


The ſweets of contentment ſupply 
Ihe ip!endour and grandeur of pride; 
No wants can the ſhepherd annoy, 
While bleſt with his beautiful bride : 
He wiſhes no greater delight | 
Than to tend on his lambkins by day, «| | 


And return to his Fhcebe at night, 
His innocent toil to repay. 
And the lads tell the lafles, in hopes to prevail, | 


They're as conſtant as Colin that lives i in the 
Vale, 10 


Nm . 


Vour paſſions, fond ſhepherds, will ſurely 


For peace cheer'd the morn, and conte 


9 


LIVERPOOL SONGSTER. 263 


If her lover delighted appears, 

The fair one partakes of his bliſs ; 
If dejected, ſhe ſmooths all his cares, 
And heals ev'ry pain with a kiſs. 
Ye ſwains who're accuſtom'd to rove, 

And each innocent fair one betray, 
From this pair learn the true joys of love, 
And his dictates with honour obey. 


prevail, 
If young as conſtant as Colin that lives in the 
Vale. 


—— 


Miſs Newman, Muſic Hall. 
ON the green ſedgy banks of the ſweet wine 


ing Tay, 
As blithe as the wood-lark that carols in Ma 
I paſs'd the gay moments with joy and delight 


crown'd the night; 
Till love taught young hope my youth to d 

ceive, | 
What we wiſh to be true—love bids us belie1 
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Wherever I wander, thro' hill, dale, or prove, 
| Young Sandy would follow with ſoft tales of 
| love, 


Enraptur*c he preſs'd me, then vow'd with a 


ſigh, 
If Jenny was crue!,—alas ! he muſt die: 


A youth ſo engaging with eaſe might deceive, 


What we wiſh to be true—love bids us believe. 
He ſtole my fond heart, then he left me to 


mourn, 
For peace and content that ne'er can return: 
From the clown to the beau the ſex are all art, 
They complain of the wound, but we feel 
the ſmart ; 
We join in the fraud, and ourſelves we deceive, 


What we wiſh to be l bids us believe, — 5 


$0 8. 
_ EDWIN AND ELLA, 
Sung by Mt. IncLtEpoN, at Vauxhall. 


GEE beneath yon bower of roſes, , 
Sweetly fleeps the heav'nly maid, 
. *Tis my gentle love repoſes, 


Softly tread the ſacred ſhade. 
Mark 


7 
f 
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Mark the loves that play around her, 
Mark my Ella's graceful mein, 
See the wood nymphs all around her, 

Hailing Ella beauty's queen. 


Flutt'ring Cupids round deſcending, 
Soſt expand their ſilken wings; 

From the zephyr's breath defending, 
Ev'ry tweet that round her ſprings, 


Sportive fancy hear my prayer, 
Gently from thy airy throne, 

Whiſper to the ſleeping fair, 
Edwin lives for her alone. 


„* 


GL „ Dad 
Mr. HARwoop, Muſic Hall. 


COME, come, ve party jangling ſwains, 
Leave your flocks, and quit the plains ; 
Friends to country, friends to court, 
Nothing here ſhall ſpoil your ſport. 
Ever welcome to our feaſt, 
Welcome ev'ry friendly gueſt. 


Sprightly widows, come away 
Little gaudy fluttering miſſes, 
Laughing dames, and virgins gay, 
Smiling hopes of future bliſſes; 

| Ever we'come, &c. 
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All that riping ſun can bring, 

Beauteous ſummer, beauteous ſpring ; 

In one varying ſcene we ſhow, 

The green, the ripe, the bud, the blow, 
Ever welcome, &c, 


Comus jeſting, Muſic charming, 
Mirth inſpiring, Beauty warming ; 
Rage and party malice flies, 
Peace returns and diſcord dies. 
Ever welcome, &c, 


BACCHANALIAN SONG. 
WITH my friend and my glaſs let my time 


paſs away; 

Since it anſwers no end to be dull, I'll be gay; 
I care not how others their life-time may ſpend, 
So | have my Chloe, my bottle, and friend, 


Let the miſer with rapture his guineas behold, 
He __ yet ne'er know the virtue of 
gold; ; 


With me its but droſs, which with pleaſure I | 


{;-2nd . | 
To ſerve but my ncighbour, my miſtreſs, or 
friend. 


Let 


] 
( 
| 


93 


„ 
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Let the pedantic preacher adviſe what he will, 
Of wrong or of wright—or of good and of ill ; 
I never can think that my time ill I ſpend, 

If I ftrive to relieve either neighbour or friend. 


Then come, my companions; lets puſh round 
the glaſs. 

'Tis * to Friendſhip and Love,” fo briſk let it 
paſs, 

And care not how others their life-time may 
ſpend, 

So we can enjoy our bottle and friend. 


DD —— —— — 


SON . 
ARISTIPPUS. 


COMPOSED BY MR. HOOK. 


LET care be a ſtranger to each jovial ſoul 
Who, Ariſtippus like, can his paſſions 
controul ; 

Of wiſett phitoſophers wiſeſt was he, 

Who, attentive to eaſe, let his mind ſtill be free: 

1 he Prince, Peer, or Peaſant to him were the 
lame, 

For pleas'd, he was pleaſing to all where he 
came, 

But ſtill turn'd his back on contention and ſtrife 

Reſolving to live all tne days ot his hte, 


q 


E W 
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115 mankind was his 


A ſriend to mankind 
friend, — 

And —4 peace of his mind was his ultimate 
en 

He found "fault with none if none found fault 
with him, 

If his friend had a humour, he humour'd his 
whim ; 

If wine was the word, why he bumper's d his 
glaſs, — 


If love was the topic, he toaſted his laſs ; 

But ſtill turn'd his back on contention and 
1 

Reſolving to live all the days of his life. 


If councils diſputed, if councils agreed, 

He found fault with neither; for this was his 
creed, 

That let them be guided by folly or ſenſe, 

'T would be ſemper eadem an hundred years 
hence. 

He thought *twas unſocial to be mal-content, 


If the ide went with him, with the tide too he 


went; 

But ſtill turn'd his back on contention and 
ſtrife, 

Reſolving to live all the days of his life. 


\ 


| 
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Was the nation at war he wiſh'd well to the 
ſword ; : 

If a peace was concluded, a peace was his word, 

Diſquiet to him, of body or mind, 


Was the longitude only he never could find, 


Lhe philoſopher's ſtone was but gravel and 
pain 

And all who had ſought it, had ſought it in vain; 

He ſtill turn'd his back on contention and ftrife, 

Reſolving to live all the days of his life. 


Then let us all follow Ariſtippus's rules, 
And deem his opponents both aſſes and mules ; 
Let thoſe not contented to lead or to drive, 
By the bees of their ſets be drove out of the 
hive ; . | | 
Expell'd from the manſions of quiet and eaſe, 
May they never find out the bleſt art how to 
plweaſe; 
While our friends and ourſelves, not forgetting 
our wives, | 
By thoſe maxims may live all the days of ou 


lives. 


S O N G. 


A PIEU ! ye jovial youths, who join 
To plunge old Care in floods of wine; 
And, as your dazzled eye-ba!ls roll, 


Liſcern him ſtruggling in the bowl. 


| 
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Nor yet is hope ſo wholly flown, 
Nor yet is thought ſo tevious grown, 
But limpid ſtream and ſhady tree 
Ketain, as yet, ſome ſweets for me, 


And fee, thro* yonder filent grove, 
See yonder does my Daphne rove : 
With pride her footſteps I purſue, 
And bid your frantic joys adieu ! 


'The ſole confuſion I admire, 

Is that my Daphne's eyes inſpire : 
1 ſcorn the madneſs you approve, 
And value reaſon next to love. 


— — — LV— 


s ON G. | 
MUSIC I THE VOICE OF LOVE. 


Sung by Miſs BzerTLEs, at Vauxhall. 


QUOFTLY ſweet the minutes glide, 

With tuneful Damon by my fide ; 
His ſongs delight the liftening grove, 
For muſic is the voice of love. 


When moon-beams glitter o'er the ſtream, 
How ſweet his ſong when love's the theme; 
His plaintive notes the nymphs approve, 
For muſic is the voice of love. 


LIVERPOOL SONGSTER. 


If other maids admire his lays, 

While ſoft and ſweet he ſings my praiſe; 
The tender tale I muſt approve, 

For muſic is the voice of love. 
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S O N G. 
WORDS BY LORD LITTLETON, 
MUSIC BY MONS. GRETRY, 
AND ADAPTED BY BR. HAYES. 


T® him who in an hour muſt die, 
Not ſwifter ſeems that huur to fly, 

Than flow the minutes ſeem to me 

Which keep me from the ſi ht of thee, 


Not more that trembling wretch would give 
Another day, or year, to live, 

Thun I to ſhorten what remains 

Of that long hour which thee detains. 


Oh ! come to my impatient arms ; 

Oh! come, with all thy heav*nly charms, 
At once to juſtify, and pay, 

"The pain I feel from this delay. 


My 


* 
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My ſoul is fill'd with thee alone, 
Nor other wiſh nor object knows; 
O make me bleſt, —be all my own, 
And give my heart ſecure repoſe. 


a 


80 Ni 
THE GRACES, 
MUSIC BY SIGNIOR GIORDANT. 


W HEN erſt the Graces ſprung from heav'n, 
To each a diff'rent charm was given 
For her peculiar ſway: 
Thalia with a bloom was born, 
That might abaſh the bluſh of morn 
And ſuch as you diſplay. 


Euphroſyne had all the glee 
That you diſpenſe fo merrily, 
Whilſt glides the feſtive hour. 
The flow of wit you've at command, 
Which ſure no mortal can withſtand— 
All, all that hear devour. 5 


Aglaia 
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Aglaia next, with modeſt mein, 
The pink of elegance, is ſeen 
As when you ſplendid ſhine : 
So now, ſweet maid, all muſt agree 
That ev'ry charm which forms the three, 
By ſpecial gift is thine. 


0 u . 
THE HAPPY LIFE. 
BY MR. W. THOMPSONs 


A BOOK, a friend, a ſong, a glaſs, —- 
A chaſte, yet laughter-loving laſs, + 

To mortals various joys impart, 

Informs the ſenſe, and warms the heart. 


Thrice happy they who careleſs laid 
Beneath a kind embowering ſhade, 
With roſy wreath their temples crown, 
In roſy wine their ſorrows drown. 


Mean-wbile, the Muſes wake the lyre,— 
The graces modeſt mirth inſpire ; 
Good-natur'd humour, harmleſs wit, 
Well- temper'd joys, not grave nor light. 1 
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Let ſacred Venus with her heir, 
And dear Ianthe too be there 
Muſic and wine in concert move. 


With beauty and refining love. 


There Peace ſhall ſpread her dove like wing, 


And bid her olives round us ſpring; 
There Truth ſhall reign a ſacred gueſt, 
And Innocence to crown the reſt. 


S O NG. 


PEHOLD, in a lodge we dear brethren are 


met, 
And in proper order together are ſet ; 


Our ſecrets to none but our ſelves ſhal! be 


known ; 


Our actions to none but freemaſons be ſhown. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


Let brotherly love be among us reviv'd ; 


Let's ſtand by our laws, that are wiſely con- 


triv'd ; 


And then all the glorious creation ſhall ſee, 
That none are fo loving, ſo friendly aS We. 


Derry down, &c. 


The 
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The temple, and many magnificent pile, 
E'en buildings now ſtanding within our own 
iſle; 
With wiſdom contriv'd, with beauty refin'd, 
With ſtrength to ſupport, and the building to 
bind. 
Derry down, &c. 


Thoſe noble grand ſtructures wil always pro · 
claim 
What honour i is due to a free maſon's name; 
E'en ages to come, when our work they ſhall 
ſee, 
Will ſtrive with each other, like us, to be free. 
Derry down, &c. 


What tho? ſome of late, by their ſpleen plainly 
ſhow, 
T hey fain wou'd deride what they gladly wou'd 
know; 
Let ev'ry true brother theſe vermin deſpiſe, 
And the ancient grand 0 keep back from 
their eyes. 
Derry down, &c. 


Then, brethren, let's all put our bands to our 
heart, 

And lates from true maſonry ne'er to depart : * 

And when the laſt trumpet on earth ſhall de- 
ſcend, 

Our lodge will be clos'd, and our ſecret mall 
endr 


Derry down, down, down, Gerry down. 
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S ON G. Dr. Arnold. 
Sung by Mr. Haxwoop, Muſic Hall. 


W hoſe aid the woes of life beguiles, 
With thee I'll rove, with thee I'll reſt, 
Amidit thy ſweet inchantments bleſt. 


] feel ! I feel! thy glanſom ray, 
Dawn on my ſoul like riſing day, 

M y heart no more ſhall feel its care, 
For joyful hope inhabits there. 


— 


_ LZINGO's WEDDING. 


A NEW COMIC SCNG., 


( Tuxz—Pa about the jorum. ) 


COME hope, thou queen of endleſs ſmiles, 


ONC E more, good friends, Lingo appears, 


His heart with joy elate, fir, 
In ſpite of all rude Cudden's ſneers, 
I ne'cr repine at fate, fir ; 
For Cowſlip is my wedded wife, 
I am a happy homus, 
And live a multious bonus life, 


In Domini Felix's domus 


We 
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We trip'd to church, ſo blithe and 827, 
Our bearts were void of care, ſir, 
Farmer Stump he led the way, 
And Cudden too, was there, ſir, 
Cow ſlip ſhe was dreſt fo neat, 
White mittens on her manus, 
The bella mulier look'd fo ſweet 
And loyely as a canus. | 


The ceremony ſoon was o'er, 
And then magnus and ſmall, fir, 
With joy and g'ee ſtrait did repair, 
To Domini Felix's hall, fir, 
A bonus dinner was orepar'd, 
Which ſoon was ſet before em; 
The ruſtic ſwains ne*er better far 5 
And [ ſung rorum corum, 


Farmer Stump cry'd out encore, 
(—_— his 3 Jug of ftingo, } 
uch ſinging ne'er was heard before; 
« Biaveſhmo ! good Lingo !“ 
Then by detfire, I ſung <* Gow, wow, 
The farmer roſe to ſpeak. lir, 
And in a paſhon ſaid, as row 
He waſn't fond of Greek, fir, 


Each domus in my praiſe did ring, 
We all were ſomewhat mellow ; 

] afſk'd my 2 for to ſing, 
She gave, the charming Fellow. 


A latin 
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A latin epitaph I ſung, 
Expreffive of my joys, fir ; 
With acclamations the hall rung, 

In giving me applauſe, fir. 


The ev*ning now was far advanc'd, 
We bid the ſwans 100d night, ſir, 
Away they all together danc'd, - 
Each heart beat with delight, fir. 
If you acquit me with applauſe, 
*T will chear me and my ſtingo; 
I hope you all wil back the cauſe, 
And wilh ſucceſs to Lingo. 


— —̃ —e— 
THE UNFORTUNATE BEAUTY. 


Written by PETER PIX DAR, E/q. 


GAY, lovely maid, with down caſt eye, 

And cheek with filent ſorrow pale, 
What gives my heart the length'ned figh, 
hat heaving tells a mournful tale ? 


Thy tears which thus each other chace, . 
Beſpeak a breatt o'erwheim'd with woe; 
Thy ſighs a ſtorm that wrecks my peace, 

W hich ſouls like thine ſhould never know. 


Oh! 
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Oh! tell me, does ſome favor'd youth, 
Too often bleſt, thy beauties flight, 

And leave thoſe thrones of love and truth, 
That lip and boſom of delight ? 


What tho? to other "I" ; 
And feigns the fond imp tear; 

Breathes all the eloquence of ſighs, 
That treach'rous won thy artleſs ear: 


Let not thoſe nymphs thy anguiſh move, 
For whom his heart may ſeem to pine; 

That heart ſhall ne'er be bleſt by love, 
Whoſe guilt can force a pang from thine, 


THE DYING ROSE. 
A FAVOURITE NEW SONG, 


WAS near a daiſy-ſprinkl'd mead, 
| A bluſhing roſe I found, 

Waſting its odours in the air, 

Its ſwcetneſs on the ground. 


Sweet flower, I cried, how ſhort thy bloom, 
And ſnatch'd it to my breaft ; | 
Here may'ſt thou ſhed thy laſt perfume, 

And find eternal reſt. 


Yet. 


— — — — — — — — — 
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Yet no—to Delia's boſom ſteal, 
W ho boaſts her youthful prime. 
And tell her plainly that her charms 
Too ſoon muſt fade like mine. 


Then on her boſom breathe thy laſt, 
While I thy fate deplore, 

And mark with ſorrow at thy doom, 
That thou ſhalt bloom no more. 


S O N 6. 


LOVE THE ALL OF LIFE. 


BY GENERAL BURGOINE. 


W HEN firſt this humble roof I knew, 


With various cares I ſtrove : 


My grain was ſcarce, my ſheep were few, 


My All of Life was Love. 


By mutual toil our board was dreſs'd, 


The ſpring our drink deſtow'd; 


But, when her lip the brim had preſs'd, 


The cup with nectar flow'd, 


Content 


N 
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Content and Peace the dwelling ſhar'd ; 


No other gueſt came nigh : 


In them was giv'n {tho* Gold was ſpar d) 


What Gold could never buy. 


No value has a ſplendid lot, 
But as the means to prove, 
That, from the caſtle to the cot, 
The All of Liſe is Love. 


+ 


TO SNIVII. 


BY DAVID GARRICK, ESQ. 


IF Truth can fix thy wav "ring heart, 
Let Damon urge his claim ; 

He feels the paſſion void of art, 
The pure, the conſtant flame. 


Tho” ſighing ſwains their torments tell, 
Theic ſenſual love contemn ; 

They only prize the beauteous ſhell, 
Bur flight the inward gem. 


Poſſeſſion cures the wounded heart, 
Deſtroys the tranſient fire; 

But when the mind receives the cart, 
Enjoyment whets deſire. 


281 
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By age your beauty will decay, 

Vour mind improve with years; 
As when the bloſſoms fade away, 
The rip*ning fruit appears. 


May Heav'n and Sylvia grant my ſuit, 
And bleſs the future hour, 

That Damon, who can taſte the fruit, 
May gather ev'ry flow'r. 


3333... ——— 
AN APOLOGY 
ON — ASKED TO SING, 


(To any tune the ſinger chuſes, ) 


VE aſk for a ſong, and indeed, I'm quite ſorry 
I cannot oblige the good company here, 
For ſhouid I begin, you would find in a hurry, 
The gueſts would depart, and che «coaſt 
would be clear. 


They could not ſit ſtill, for to have their cars 
peſter'd | | 
With ſuch horrid notes, but away they 
would run 
To ſome lone deſert, or valley ſequeſter'd, 
And give that the preference, dfry to one. 


Yet, 


—e 


No. 9. I 
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Yet, fince vou're ſo defireous to hear me, 
I now will comply, and endeavour my beſt, 


But [ ſure ſhall be laugh'd at, by thoſe who 


fit near me, 
And thoſe afar off will but make me their jeſt, 


A Shepherd attended his flocks on the mountain, 
O dear, that's too high for my voice by a 
tone. | | 
A Shejherdeſs ſat by the fide of a fountain, 
And this is fo low, 1 ſhall never get down. 


But (with voug permiſſion) I'll try at another, 
I ber. echo's ſhrill voice made the woodiands to 
rang, | 
On! this is (if poſſible) worſe than the other, 


So 1 beg you'll excuſe me for faith 1 can't 
ſing. | 


A FAVORITE SONG. 


YE Monſieurs of France, and ye Dons of 
proud Spain, 

Take heed, or you'll get a good drubbing again; 

We often have beat you moſt ſoundly of yore, 

And my word for't, we'll meet you, and beat 
you once more. Bs 


CHORUS, 
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Encore, Encore, Encore, Encore ! 
And my word for't, we'll meet you, al | 
beat you once more. 


Our ſoldiers and ſailors are equally free, 
To face you by land, or to face yuu by ſea ; 
And ſhould. you be tempted to brave Britain's 
ſhore, 
My word for't, they Il meet you, and beat you 
once more. | 
Encore, Encore, &c. 


Our Ships, are till built of the fame Britiſh 

Oak, 

And ſince Britiſh "RR you are hg to 

provoke, 

Vou'll find them the ſame, that you've oft done 

before, 

For they pant but to meet you, to beat you 
once more. 

Encore, Encore, &c. 


No true Son of Neptune will flinch from bis 


In Purſe little rich, tho' in Spirit not poor, 
They wiſh but to meet you, and beat you once 
more. 


gun 
No bold Som of Mars will you ever ſee run; 


Encore, Encore, &c. 
g The 
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The Dollars of Spain too, are neat pretty 
things, 

And will furniſh our ſweethearts with ribbonds 
and rings; 

Nay {take but ye Frenchmen, one ſmall Louis 
Ir, | 

E'en for that we will fight you, and beat you 
once more. 

Encore, Encore, &c. 


Tis freedom, bleſt freedom that points all our 
darts, 

That nerves all our hands, and that ſteels all 
our hearts ; 

For that we would die a thouſand times o'er, 

Wer't not better to live, and beat you once 
more. 

Encore, Encore, &c. 


From George to uſurp the command of the 
main | 
Believe 15 ſalſe Bourbon, the effort is vain 
Your madneſs deſert, and his goodneſs implore 


Leſt we beat you {till worſe, than we e'er did 


before. 
Encore, encore, &c, 


I 2 SONG. 


* 
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s ON G6. 
© THE HONEST SAILOR. 
Sung by Mr. BANNISTER. 
In None are ſo blind as theſe tho won't ſee. 


TH AT girl who fain wou'd chuſe a mate, 
Shou'd ne'er in fondneſs fail her; 
May thank her lucky ftars, if Fate 
Should ſplice her to a ſailor. 


He braves the ſtorm, the battle's heat, 

The yellow boys to nail her; 

Diamonds, if diamonds ſhe could eat. 
Wou'd ſeek her honeſt ſailor. 


If ſhe be true, ſure of his heart, 
She never need bewail her ; 

For, tho” a thouſand leagues apart, 
Still conftant is her ſailor. 


Tho? ſhe be falſe, ſtil! he is kind, 
And comes with ſmiles to hail her ; 
He truſting, as he truſts the wind, 
Still faithleſs to her ſailor. | 


A butcher 
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A butcher can procure her prog ; 
T — yes! > to drink, a tailor: 

What's that to biſcuit and to grog, 
Procur'd her by her ſailor ? 


She who wou'd ſuch a mate refuſe, 
The Devil ſure muſt ail her: 


Search round, and it you're wiſe, you'll chuſe 
To wed an honeſt ſailor. 


HUNTING SONG, 
Sung by Mr. AxRowSMITH, at Vauxhall. 


WIEN join'd in the chace, fly Reynard in 
view, | 
On high- mettled courſers, with haſte we purſue 
And fo!low the foe through the glade ; 
Away to the vale he ſcours it full ſped, 
Then darts thro? the hedge, the dogs to miſlead, » 
Awhile he lies cloſe in the ſhade ; ; 
The covert he breaks, 
Then down che lane takes, 
And drooping his bruſh Crags along; 
Till panting he ſtops 
Surrounded he drops, 


A prey co the fleet- footed throng. 
1 


Bo. 


At 
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At length tke chace is o'er, the horns jocund 
ſound, 
To invite thoſe thrown out, floats echoes 
around ; 
They hear the glad call and obey, 
From the death to the flaſk we high to regale 
Diana we toaſt in full bumpers of ale, 
And merrily finiſh the day : 
Briſk liquor we quaff, 3 
We ſing, joke and laugh; 
Good humour adorns ev'ry face: 
We jotly boys are 
Sworn ſtrangers to care, 


Who delight in the joys of the chace, 


— 


„ 
( TunE—T tweed fide.) 


TWaS in that gey time of the year, = 
When flowers enamel the green; 
And birds with ſweet notes glad the ear, 
And flocks in gay paſtures are ſcen. 
Where Flora's fair favorite ſprung, 
A ſhepherd reſponding reclin'd, 
And while of his love thus he ſung, 
A myrtie ſuſtain'd him behind. 


Paftora ! 


+. an. tf 


FLY 
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Paftora ! oh ! where art thou fled ? 
Paſtora ! thou beauteous maid ! 
Thy face was with graces o'erſpread, 
Thy Tooks were in ſweetneſs array'd. 
Go mourn all ye woods, groves, and bow'rs, 
Ye riv'lets and fountains lament ! 
Forſake the ſad green, O ye flow'rs, 
Or, at leaft, for a time loſe your ſcent ! 


Ye ſhepherds to ſorrow incline ! 
Ye ſweet feather'd ſongſters don't fing ; 
Let Phoebus forget now to ſhine, 
And winter with ſadneſs ſwift bring. 
Ye nymphs that adorn the gay plain, 
With ſadneſs your faces o'er{pread, 
Let nothing but ſadneſs remain, 
For oh !—my Paſtora is—dead ! 


Sure Nature her aim wrong did take, 
An angel ſhe ſure was deſign'd ; 
And Fate, to correct the miſtake, 
To form her immortal inclin'd. 


O! let me once more ſpeak her name; 


Paſtora l accept my laſt ſigh ! 
To bliſs in this world you came ; | 
And bleſs'd by your favour, I —die, 


14 | SONG. 
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THE BRITISH TAR. 


Sung by Mrs. ARROWSMITH, at Vauxball. 


8 


ONS of ocean, fam'd in ſtory, 
Wont to wear the laurel'd brow, 
Liſten to your riſing glory, \ 
Growing honours wait you now; 
Think not ſervile adulation 
Meanly marks my gratetul ſong, 
All the praiſes of the nation 
C1v'r to you, to you belong: 
And rivai kingdoms ſend from far 
T heir plaudits to the Britiſh tar. 


Wis not now your valiant darring— 
Courage you've for ages ſbown ; ; 

* | is not now vour mild ——— 
Pity war was all your own ; 

*T'is vou! Prince, ſo lov'd, fo viexGog, 
Sprea's your fam: thro? diftant lauds, 

Ard the trident nobly ſeizing, 
Graſps it in his youthful! hands; 

Proud io boaſt, in peace or war, 

The virtucs of the Britiſh tar. 


- Sd... lth: AM -T <4 


LIVERPOOL SONGSTER. 
When the times were big with danger, 
See your roval ſhipmate go, 
And to ev'ry fear a ſtranger, . 
Brave the fury of the foe : 
Now when ſmiling peace rejoices, 
Greet him with a ſailor's arts; 
Cheer his preſence with your voices, 
Pay his ſervice with your hearts ; 
And be henceforth your l-ading ftar, 
The gallant, royal, Britiſh tar. 


S O N G. 


(Tuns — me Chriflian People. ) 
On both ſides laughter and gigantic death. —M:trov, 


G2 proſper long from being broke 
The Luck of Eden Hall, * 
A doleful drinking- bout I ſing, 
There latcly did befal. 


To chace the ſpleen with cup and can 
Duke Philip took his way ; 

Babes yet unborn ſhall never ſee 
The like of ſuch a day. 


A pint bumper at Sir Chriſtopher Muſgrave". 


\ 
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The ſtout and ever thirſty Duke 
A vow to God did make, 

His pleaſure within Cumberland 

| Three live long nights to take. 


Sir Muſgrave, too, of Martindale, 
A truc and worthy Knight; 

Eftſoon with him a bargain made, 
In drinking to delight, 


The bumpers ſwifily paſs about, 
Six in a hand went round; 
And with their calling for more wine, 
They made the hail reſound. 


Now when theſe merry tidings reach'd 
The Earl of Harold's cars, 

And am [| (quoth he, with an oath) 
Thus llignted by my peers ? 


Saddle my ſteed, bring forth my boots, 
will be with them quick; ot 
And, maſter Sheriff, come you too, 
We'll know this ſcurvy trick. 


Lo, yonder doth Earl Harold come, 

Did one at table ſay, 
*Tis well, reply'd the mettled Duke; 
How will he get away? | 
When thus the Earl began; Great Duke, 

Pll know how this did chance, 
Without inviting me; ſure this 

Lou did not Jcarn in France. One 
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One of us two. for this offence, 
Under thegboard ſhall lie; 

I know theffvel!, 2 Duke thou art, 

So, ſome years hence ſhail 1. 


But truſt me, Wharton, pity *twere 
So much good wine to ſpill, | 
As theſe companions here may drink, 
E'er they have had their fill. 8 


Let thou and l, in bumpers full, 
This grang affair decide; ; 

Accurſt be he, Duke Wharton ſaid, 
By whom it is deny'd. 


To Andrews and to Hotham fair, 
Many a pint went round ; 

And many a gallant gentleman 
Lay fick upon the ground. 


When, at the laſt, the Duke eſpied 
He had the Earl ſecure, 

He ply'd him with a full pint glaſs, 

And laid him on the floor. 


Who never ſpoke more words ghan en, 
After he downward ſunk ; 

y worthy friends revenge my fall, 

Duke Wharton ſees me drunk. 


Then, with a groan, Duke Philip took 
The fick man by the joint, 

And ſaid, Earl Harold, ſtead of thee, 
Would I had drank this pint, Alsek! 


* 
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Alack ! my very heart doth bleed, 
And doth within me fink ; 


For ſurely a more ſober Ear! 
Did never ſwallow drink. 


With that the Sheriff in a rage, 
To ſeeſthe Earl fo ſmit, 

Vow'd to revenge the dead-drunk Peer 
Upon renown'd Sir Kit. 


Then ſtep's a gallant Ls 08 forth, 
Of vitage thin and pale 

Lloyd was his name, and of Gang-hall, 
Fatt by the river Twale. | 


Who ſaid he would not have it told, 
Where Eden river ran, 

That unconcern'd he ſhould fit by; 
So, Sheriff, I'm your man. 


Now, when theſe tidings reach'd the room 
Where the Duke lay in bed, 

How that the *Squire ſo ſuddenly 
Upon the floor was laid.” 


Oh! heavy news then quoth the Duke, 
Cumberland witneſs 4 
I have not any toper more 

Of ſuch account as he. 


Like tidings to Earl Thanet came, 
Within as ſhort a ſpace, 
How that the Under- ſheriff too 


Was fallen from bis place. Nom 


N. 
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Now God be with him, ſaid the Earl, 
| Sith *twill no better be ; 

I truſt I have within my town 
As drunken Knights as he. 


Of all the number that were there, 
Sir Bains he ſcorn'd to yield ; 

But, with a bumper in his hand, 
He ſtagger'd o'er the field. 


Thus did this dire contention end, 
And each man of, the ſlain, 

Was quickly carried off to bed, 
His ſenſes to regain. | 

God bleſs the King, the Dutcheſs fat, 
And keep the land in peace, 


And grant that drunkennefs henceforth 
Mongſt Noblemen may ceaſe. 


And likewiſe bleſs our Royal Prince, 
The kingdom's other hope, 
And grant us grace for to defy 

The Devil and the Pope. 


S O NG. 


M Y temples with cluſters of grapes l'll entwine 
And barter all joys for a goblet of wine; 

In ſearch of a Venus no longer 1'll run, 
But ſtop and forget her at Bacchus's tun. 
"WY | Yet 
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Yet why this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair? 
*Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to deſpair ; 
For what mighty charms can be found in a 
laſs, 


If not fill'd with the health of ſome fav rite laſs? 
'Tis woman whoſe charms ev'ry rapture im- 


part 
And lend a new ſpring to the pulſe of the heart; 
The miſer himſelf (ſo ſupreme is her ſway) 
Grows convert to Jove, and refigns her his key. 


At the ſound of her voice, ſorrow lifts up her 
head, 

And poverty liſtens, well pleas'd from her ſhed; 

While age, in an extaſy, hobbling along, 

Beats time with his crutch to the tune of her 
ſong. | 

Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard 

The largeſt and deepeſt that ftands on the 

rd; 

I'll fill up a brimmer, and drink to the fair; 

Tis the thirſt of a lover, and pledge me who 
dare. | 


COLIN. 
SINCE Colin appear'd on theſe plains 
The nymphs are moſt happy and gay; 


His preſence enlightens the year, 
And Winter is pleaſing as May. 
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Though he lives the delight of the Fair, 
No envy their boſoms alarm; 
His politeneſs ſo flatters them all, 
Each fancies tis ſhe that can charm. 


But 'tis I, tho' I'm friendleſs and poor, 
That he ſays is the 3oy of his heart, 
And I ſurely will cruſt in a ſwain, 

Who never deſcended to art. 


1 ſpeak of the bells of the town, 
And I tell him how handſome they be; 
But *tis goodneſs that Colin admires, 


And he hopes he ſhall find it in me. 


How much to the ſhepherd I owe, 
Each action of life ſhall impart ! 
It ſhall ſpeak in each glance of my eye, 
Whilſt it lives in each wiſh of my hezrt. 


I'll riſe with the earlieſt dawn, 
And neatly my cottage I'll trim; 
In ſummer how fragrant and gay! 
In winter, ſo neat and fo clean. 


But if Collin ſhou'd ever be falſe, 
Let him ſigh, as he thinks on my lavs, 
And wiſh he had valu'd the maid | 
Who to chear him cou'd ſing in his praiſe. 


I8 . 5GNG. 
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S O N GC. 
YOU, AND YOU, AND YOU. 
Sung by Mrs. Waichrox, at Vauxhall, 


THE jocund ſpring again is ſeen, 
And muſic wakes the grove ; 
The nymphs and ſhepherds trip the green, 
And all is joy and love. 


On this gay ſpot I come again, 
My duty to purſue, 

In hopes the friendſhip to obtain | 
Ot you, and you, and yoo. 


The cheerful pipe, at ev'ning hour, 
The jucund throng invites 

To tread the lawn, or range the bow'r 

Where muſic's pow'r delights. 


With ſong to pleaſe each nymph and ſwain, 
Is ſtill my only view, | 
That | the fiiendſhip might obtain | 
Of you, and you, and you, * 
Nature kindly has endued 
Wich melody my voice; 
Encouragement. has oft enſu'd, 


By making me your choice. 


This | 


On this gay ſpot long may I reign, 
My duty to purſue |! 
And, ah! the friendſhip ſtill maintain 
Of you, and you, and you. 


THE BACCHANALIAN, 
SET BY MR. JAMES ADAMS. 


ACCHUS, jolly god of glaſſes, 
Having goblets, bumpers bowls, 
By whom the night fo joyous 
With true Bacchanalian ſouls ; 
Grant me all the ardant wiſhes, 
That true Bacchanals e'er crave, 
Whilſt alive to drink like fiſhes, 
And when dead a winy grave. 


Bind my brows with juicy bunches, 
In each hand ordain a flaſk, 

Free from dull infipid dunces, 
Let me only love my caſk; 


From Cupid's ſecret pow'r defend me, 


Let no fopiſh arts be mine, 


With good fellows but defend me, 


And a caſk of mellow wine, 
19 
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Wie 
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Wich a belly like a barrel 
Bleſs me, and a ruby noſe, 
Make me ne'er to ſwear or quarrel, 
But preſerve myſelf from blows ; 
Let me ſwim my days in ſherry, 
Ever free from care or pain, 
And when dead, my carcaſs bury, 
In a river of Champagne. 


$ 0-N-0. 


DELIA's PROMISE. 


T* happy moments now are near, 

When Delia promis'd to be here; 
Calm ftillneſs rules, no zephyrs move, 
The hour is ſoft and calls to love. 


*Tis Delia ſings — ye birds rejoice : 
Huſh every breeze, let nothing move, 
For deareſt Delia ſings of love. 


Sung by Mr. Harwoop, at the Muſic Hall, 


But hark ! there's muſic, 'tis her voice, 


When far along the reſtleſs deep, 
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Come, let the ſoft enchanting ſcene, 
Theſe many walks for ever green; 
Let this light- excluding grove 
Incline my fair to hear of love. 


Cupid is jealous of his pow'r ; 

O come then this is Hymen's hour ; 
If Delia does my.claim approve, 
This is the hour of joy and love. 


——ů—— ——— > 


$ 0 N 0: 
THE SAILOR's ADIEU. 


DISTRESS me with. thoſe tears no more; 
One kiſs, my love. and then adieu; 
The aft boat diſtin'd fur the ſhore 
Waits, deareſt gitl. alone for you: 
Soon, ſoon before the light winds borne, 
Should I be ſever'd from your fight ; 
You left the lonely hours to mourn, 
And weep yhro" many a ſtormy night, 


In trim array the ſhip ſhall fteer, 
Your form rememberence ſtill ſhall koep; 
Your worth, affection ſtill revere: 


And, 
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nd with the diſtance from your eyes 
M y love for you thall be increas'd, : 
s to the pole the needle lies, 

And, faitheſt off, ftili varies leaſt, 


hile round the bowl the chearful crew 
Shall ſing of triumphs on the main, 
My thoughts ſhall fondly turn to you— 
Of you alone ſhall be my ſtrain : 
And when we've bow'd the leaguing foe, 
Revengeful for our country's wrong, 
Returning home, my beart ſhall ſhew 
No fiction grac'd my artleſs ſong. 


— —— — — —  —  — 
S ON G. 

MY DAMON": AIR, 
Sung in Conus, 


RECITATIVE. 


HO gentle was my Damon's air! 
Like ſunny beams his golden hair; 

His voice was like the nightingale's, 

More ſweet his breath than flow'ry vales. 

How hard ſuch beauties to reſign ! 

And yet the cruel taſk is mine. 

| How har 4, Ec. 


AIR, 
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AIR. 


On ev'ry hill, in every grove, 

Along the margin of each ſtream, 
Dear conſciuus ſcenes of former love, 

I murn, and Damon is my theme: 
The hills, the groves, the ttreams remain, 
But Damon there I ſcek in vain. 


The bills, Cc. 


From hi!l, from dale, each charm is fled ; 
Groves flocks and fountains pleaſe no more 

Eaci flower in pity droops its head ; | 
All nature does my luis deplore, 

All, all reproach the faithleſs ſwain, 


Yer Damon ſtul 1 ſeek in vain. 
| Al, all, &. 
> O. N 8. 


THE S9UABBLE. 


O Ida one day, at Olympical feaſt, 
The laſs-loving Jove was the hoſt, 
Who gayly profeſſing a health to the beit, 
On Venus he fix'd for his toatt. | 


Each 
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ach deity ſmil'd, as the glaſs went about, 
But pettiſhly Pallas her bumper threw out; 
dhe ſpoke not, but ſeem'd by her manner to 
doubt | 


The jultice of toaſting Miſs Venus. 


Then Juno broke ſilence, and ſwore by her 
power, | | 
Her face looking pale like a ſpectre, 
The liquor was turning exceſſively ſour, 
The toaſt gave a fuſt to the nectar. 


inerva maliciouſly ſeconds the queen, 


| wonder, papa, what it is you can mean, 
pure other cce!efſtials are ſwzet and as clean, 
Tho? not quite ſo common as Venus. 


r Me'm, replies demirep Dio, and bow'd, 
Your breeding juſt parts your good-nature, 
But aſk the gods round, and nem. con. tis al- 
To all I'm ſuperior in feature. [low'd, 


o _y you're a prude, and enjoyment to 
pite, | | a 

That ugly ſhield bear, as if lovers you'll 
fright; 

Enough they are ſcar'd, when they've once 

| had a fight, EE 

Of the old maiden face of Minerva. 
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Her ſovereign and ſpouſe haughty Juno ma 
teaze, - 

And bed-chamber women be rating, | 

And you, Miſs Militia, as long as you pleaſe 

May liſten to ſophitters* prating ; 


But I, who am Empreſs of Love and its laws 
| Who have from immortals and mortals ap 


lauſe, 
Whoſe — beauty (quoth Vulcan 
has flaws, 
When Mars knit his brows, and look'e 


frewning. 


Jove roſe in a rage, as he rofe tho” he reel'd, 
And hicups he gave by the hundred; 
Like artiſts on ice, to the right & left wheel'd 

By Styx then he ſwore and he thunder d; 


Two to one, madam ox-eye, is very foul play 
Miſs brain-born, I beg you'll diſpatch 
away, | 

Or what Paris told me of both I ſhall ſay, 
The goddeſſes went away grumbling. 


Come, come (ſays young Bacchus) pray fa 
ther have done, 
They are off in the milky-wav walking; 
We'll drink and be merry, the goſũps are gone 
Of a ſong brother Pheebus was talking. 


Apolle 
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\ pol'o began, with the heip of the Nine, 
he ladies returning, good-naturedly join; 
Such power has muſic when mingled with wine, 
All friendly were fuddled together. 


S O N QC. 
BE MERRY AND VVISE, 


Sung by Mr. VERNON, at Vauxhall. 


7] © be merry and wiſe is a proverb of old, 
But a maxim fo good can't too often be 
told ; 

hen attend to my ſong, nor my council deſpiſe 
For | mean to be merry, — but merry and wiſe. 


Ye bucks when toping ſuch rapture expreſs, 

And yet the next day diſmal proofs of excels, 

Avoid all extremes, and mark well my advice. 

Tis to drink and be merry—but merry and 
wiſe. 


In women all lorely is center'd each bliſs, 
But let prudence give ſanction, twill ſweeten 
the kits ; | 

If not beauty or folly your ſenſes ſurpriſe, 
You may kiſs and be merry,—but merry and 
wiſe. | Then 
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Then ye topers and rakes, who would lead 
happy lives, 

All excrſſes avoid, and chooſe modeſt wives. 

While prudence preſides, it is thus I adviſe, 

Love, and drink, and be merry,—but merry 
and wiie. 


— 


4 HUNTING SONG. 
Sung by Mr. REvyNoLDSON, at Marybone, 


RECITATIVE. 


HARE! the horn ſalutes the ear, 
The hunters ready, morning clear ; 
Come, the happy hours embrace, 
Jein the ever-jovial chace, 


_ | AIR. 


See the ſtag, how he bounds 
O'er the neighbouring grounds, 

His ſpeed ſtill increas d by his fear; 
Hills and 4 dales are ſoon paſt, 
Sce his ſwiftneſs ſo vaſt, 

The huntſmen he leaves in the rear. 


'T was 
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was Nimrod of old, 
By the poets welle told, 
B. gan nirſt the ſports of the chace ; 
Tho? ſo great was his fame, 
There's a ſlur on his name, 
As men he purſu'd in the chace. 


But ſuch tvrants the chace, 
Will its pleaſure diſgtrace, 
Yet friendſhip ſha'l ſtill be our guide; 
Wich the ſound of the horn 
Cal! forth each in the morn, 
Our {ports there ſhall nothing Ain ide. 


But again he's in view, 
And we nearer perſue, 
His ſpirits decreaſe as he flies ; 
Now they've pull'd him to the ground, 
And the dogs have him bound, 
Ah ! ſee how he tremble's and dies. 


Now our pleaſure's compleat, 
Hark the horn ſounds retreat, 
Our ſports do our health {till maintain 5 
To the bowl next away, 
We'll with joy crown the day, 
And then be as merry again. 
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S: 0 'N- Us 


Sung by Mr. Leoni, at the Royalty Theatre, in 
the Entertainment of the Birth-Day. 


ee pow'rs unequal I employ 
Your favour to obtain, 

Still Hope and Love ſhall fear deſtroy, 
And nerve my tecble ſtrain. 

While fam'd Palæmon's virtues claim 
And urg'd my rival's lay, 

Let me to great Amanda's fame 
An <qual tribute pay, 


Beft pattern of connubial love, 
In whom is found combin'd 

A mein as gentle as the dove, 
With dignity of mind. 

When ſorrow tells the hapleſs tale, 
In vain it never ſues, 

For gentle pity muſt prevail, 
Where Sympathy ſubdues. 


Tho? form'd to ſhine the pride of courts, 
The fimple plain ſhe loves, 

Nor ſcorns the harmleſs rural ſports, 

Nor ſhuns the meads and groves. 


Then 
>. * -woY 
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Then ſhepherds now your voices raiſe, 
And let the welkin ring, 
Palæmon's and Amanca's praiſe 
With cheerful notes let's ſing. 


Palzmon and Amanda fair 
Demand the grateful lay, 

With chearful notes we'il rend the air, 
And loudeſt tribute pay. 


—  — — — U—U—ꝛn — 


. 
THE SHEPHERD's WISH 


ET others praiſe the lofty maid, 
Or paint the titled fair; 

Give me ye gods! the rural laſs, 

Who tends her fleecy care. 


Whoſe auburn trefles ſweetly flow 
Around her lovely waiſt ; 

Whoſe cheeks, like bluſhing roſe-buds, glow, 
In ſome lone deſart plac'd, 


Whoſe lips, untaught in falſchood's wiles, 
Diſdain not to impart, 
With artleſs modeſty and truth, 


The language of the heart, 


Whoſe 


| 
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Whaſe native plains her wiſhes bound; 
Whoſe flock is all her ftore : 


Give me, ye gods | a nymph like this. 
My ſoul deſires no more. 


HUNTING SON. 


A to the field, ſee the morning looks 


ey, 
And, ſwe«.tly dedappl'd, forbodes a flne dav; 
T he hounds are ali eager the ſports to embrace, 
And carol aloud to be led to the chace. 


CHCRUS. 


Then hark, in the morn, to the call of the horn, 
And join with the jovial crew ; ö. 

While the ſeaſon invites, with all i's dclights, 
T he health-giving chace to Nn, 


How charming the ſight v hen Aurora firſt 
dawns, 

To fee the bright beagles ſpread cver the lawas, 

To welcome the ſun, now returning to reſt, 

Tbeir matins they chaunt as the v Herti v queſt. 

Cho. Then hark, in the morn &c. 


But 


3 
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But oh! how each boſom with tranſport it fills, 
To ſtart juſt as Phoebus peeps over the hills; 
Whiie joyous from valley to valley reſounds, 
The ſhouts of the hunters and cry of the hounds. 
Cho. Then hark, in the morn, &c. 


8 the brave hunters, with courage elate, 
Fly hedges or ditches, or top the barr'd gate; 
Born by their bold courſers no dangers they 
fear | ET 
And give to the winds all vexation and care. 
Cuno. Then hark, in the morn, &c. 


Ye cits, for the chace quit the joys of the town 
And ſcorn the dull pleaſure of fleeping in down 
Uncertain your toil, or for honor or wealth, 
Our's ſtill is repaid with Contentment and 
Health. | | 
Cuno. Then hark, in the morn, &c. 


$ O N G. 


EASE Louiſa, ceaſe your mourning, 
Check, O! check thoſe lovely tears ; 

Henry, ſwitt as wind returning, 

Comes to buſh thy groundleſs fears. 


Proſp*rous 
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Profp'rous bree zes kindly blowing, 

W aft the youth with glory crown'd ; 
Neptune's waters briſkly flowing, 

Roll along his veſſel found. 


From the cannon's roar returning, 
And the trumpets angry din; 


While kind love his boſom firing, 
Calms his paſſions al) within. 


See the lovely youth appearing, 

Deck'd with the glorious ſpoils of war; 
See the pilot ſwiftly Steering, 

Hear the muſic trom afar. 


Ceaſe Louiſa, ceaſe your mourning, 
Check, O ! check thoſe lovely tears ; 
Henry, ſwift as wind returning, 
Comes to huſh thy groundleſs fears, 


— — 


. 


Sung by Maſter Bx ana, at theRoyaltyTheatre, 
in the Entertainment of the Birth- Day. 

OC ENTLE god, whoſe ſacred pow'r 

G Sandclifhes the bridal hour, —— 

Source of tender pure delights, 

Peaceful days and rapt'ious nights, 


Pet 
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Let thy kind influence ſhed 

Flein, o'er the genial bed. 

Grant each ny mph and happy ſwain, 
Like the Greateſt on the plain, 

May by their example ſhow, 


Love's the trueſt bliſs below. 


Still let wealth the miſer charm, 

& Love can ne'er his boſom warm. 

& Let the hero for a name, 

* Seck that empty bubble, Fame, 

4 Where the truiupet's voice from far 

&« Calls him to deſtructive war: 

« There, ambitious, feaſt his fight. 
With the horrors of the fight. 

« Ye, ſtill bleſt with peace and love, 

< Share the js of gods above. 


Poſſoſt of eaſe and ev'ry joy, 
May each bleſt couple live, 
Nor care nor. ſtrife their peace annoy, 
Nor one dull moment give, 


HUNTING SONG. 


Ps orightly horn awakes the morn, 
And bids the hunters riſe ; 

The op'ning hound returns the ſound, 
And echo fills the ſkies. EY 
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See ruddy health, more dear than wealth, 
On yon blue mountain's brow z 


The neighing ſteed invokes our ſpeed, 
And Reyuard trembles now. 


In ancient days, as ſtory ſays, 
The woods our fathers iought, 

The ruſtic race ador'd the chace, 
And hunted has they fought. 


Come, let's awav, make no delay, 
Enjoy the foreſt's charms ; 

Then o'er the bow! expand the foul; 

And reſt in Chloe's arms. 


$ O N GO. 


W HAT Cato adviſes, moſt certainly wiſe is 
g's a ways to labour, but ſometimes to 
plav ; 


To mingle ſweet pleaſure with ſearch aftet᷑ 
treaſure, 
Indulging at night for the toils of the day. 
And white the dull miſer eſteeras himſelf wiſer, 
His bags wi-l decreaſe—while his health 
does decay 


Our ſouls we enlighten, our fancies we 
brighten, 


And pals the long ev'ning in pleaſure away. 
All 
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All chearful and hearty, we ſet aſide party, 
With ſome tender fair each bright bumper 
is crown'd ; 
Thus Bacchus invites us, and Venus delight us, 
While care in an ocean of claret is drown'd: 
See here's our phyſician, we know no ambi- 
ton— 
But where there's good wine and good com- 
pany found; 
Thus happy together in ſpite of all weather, 
* Tis ſunſhine and tummer with us the year 
round. 


S O N G. 
THE SMILE. 
A BALLAD. 
(Tusa Sleep on, fleep on, my Kathleen dear.) 
MY muſe ſhall ſing, but let the lay 


Be free from maim or ſcar, 
From hoftite chicts, whoſe deeds diſplay 
The dire effects of war. 
By ſome flow murm'ring ſtreamlet's brim, 
Where finny tenants glide, 
h, let her ſuch ſoft numbers trim 
As mock the purling tide. Or, 


= 


— ﬀ ID ͤ ́3àé— o—_—_ 
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Or, while ſhe ſeeks the woodbine grove, 
Or haunts the flow'ry dell; 

Oh let her theme be ſweet as love, 
My Daphne's praiſe to tell ; 

Who call'd me friend the other day, 
And ſmil'd as I paſs'd by, 

Which makes the future hours look gay, 
The preſent teem with joy. 5 


Oh may the artleſs ſong rebound 
From mountain, vale, or grot, 

While fawns and dryads catch the ſound 
From Echo's babbling throat, 

Thus bleſs'd kind death, thy balm beſtow, 
Ere Daphne's frown I ſee, 

And let my tomb ſome token ſhew, 
That once ſhe ſmil'd on me. 


— 


$ © N G. 
LOVE AND DESPAIR. . 


O more the feſtive train I'll join : 
Adieu ! ye rural ſports, adieu 
For what, alas ! have griefs like mine 
With paſtimes or delights to do ? 
Let hearts at eaſe ſuch plcaſures prove ; 
But I am all deſpair and love. 


318 THE NEW 

Ah, well-a day! how chang'd am I !* 

| When late I ſeiz'd the rural reed, 

So ſoit my ſtrains, the herds hard by 
Stood gazing, and forget to feed: 


But now my {trains no longer move; 
They're diſcord all, deſpair, and love. 


Behold around my ſtraggling ſheep, 

be faireſt once upon the lee; 

No ſwain to guide, no dog to keep, 
Unſhorn they ſtray, nor mark'd by me. 

The ſhepherds mourn to ſee them rove 

They aſk the cauſe ; I anſwer, love. 


NegleQed love firſt taught my eves 
Wich tears of anguith to o'erflow ; 

Tis that which fili'd my breaſt with fighs, 
And tun'd my pipe to notes of woe : 
Love has occaſion'd all my ſmart, 


Diſpers'd my flock, and broke my heart. 


„ % U e . 
Würd Pheœbus the tops of the hills does 


adorn, | . | 
How ſweet is the ſound of the echoing horn ! 
When the antling ſtag is rouz'd by the ſound, 


Erecting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground 


And thinks he has Jeft us behind on the plain : 
But ſtill we purſue, — and now come in view 
| of the glorious game. 


| 
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O, ſee ! how again he rears up his head, 

And, winged with fear, redoubles his ſpeed: 

But, oh ! *tis in vain, *tis in vain that he flies. 

J hat his eyes loſe the huntſmen, his ears loſe 
the crics, 


For now his ſtrength fails him, he heavily flies, 


| And he pants, till, with well-ſcented hounds 


ſurrounded, he dies. 


S O N. 


Sung by Miss THORNTON. 


WITH tuneful pipe and merry glee, 
Young Jockey won my | 
A bonnier lad you ne'er cou'd ſez, 
All beauty without art. 


In Aberdeen there ne'er was ſeen, 
A lad fo blythe and gay; 

His glancing eyn and comely mien, 
Has ftole my heart away. 


Young Jemmy courts with arttul ſong, 
But vain is a' his love; 

My Jockey blithe has lov'd me long, 
To him 1'l conſtant prove. 


: In Aberdeen, &c. 
No. 10. K N 
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No more ſhall I of ſorrow know, 


Nor ever more complain, 
Nor fear my mammy's threats, I trow, 
Now Jockey is mine ain. 
In Aberdeen, &c. 


* 


s ON 6. | 


THE SILVER TON'D TRUMPET. 


Sung by Mrs. AxRowSMITH, at Vauxhall. | | 


gor to arms, | 
Reluct- ut I quitted Eliza's bright charms ; | 
Tho' honour commanded, yet love fill'd my 
mind ; | 
Fer how cou'd I leave the dear charmer behind! 
Vet the rage of the battle with courage I try's, 
Surviv'd, While the heroes feli faſt by my fide ; 
Love ſtood my prote ctor in all the alarms, 
While the filver-ton'd trumpet ſtil] ſounced to 
arms. | 
Now olive-r: b'd peace kind advances again, 
And her bleflings difperſes wide over the plain; 


Return'd to Eliza. we join'd in the throng, . 


Whete is heard the ſoft pipe, or the heart- 
lifting ſong ; Each 


WY HEN rous'd by the trumpet's loud elan- 


3 A ww Jt bot 
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Each rural amuſement with rapture we try, 

While the beams of conteatment are form'd 
in each eye: 

Love ſtood my protector in all the alarms, 

W hile the filver-ton'd trumpet ſtill ſounded to 
arms. 

What mortal like me ſo tranſcendently bleſt, 

When claſp'd by the charmer with joy to her 

bdreaſt 

The laural of conqueſt I give to the wind 

*Tis nought without love and honour com- 
bin'd ; | 

But when thus united, how noble the name 


That envy muſt wait on ſo happy a fame: 


Love ſtood my protector in all the alarms, 
While the filver-ton'd trumpet ſtill founded to 
arms. | 


——— HY 


A NEW SON G. 


U 


OOSE every ſail to the breeze, 
The courſe of my veſſel improve; 
I've done with the toils of the ſeas, 
Ye ſailors I'm bound to my love. 


Since my Emma is true as ſhe's fair, 


My griefs I'll fling all to the wind; 

Tis a pleaſing return to my care, 
My miſtreſs is conſtant and kind. 
K 2 | My. 
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My fails are all fill'd to my dear, 

What tropic bird ſwifter can move; 
Who cruel ſhall ſtop my career, 

That return to the neſt of my love. 


Hoiſt every ſail to the breeze, 
Come 


ipmates and goin in my ſong ; 
Ler's drink, while the ſhip cuts the ſeas, 
To the gale that ſhall drive us along. 


8$ O N 0G. 
Sung by Mr. IncLEDon, at Vauxhall, 
RACC HUS one day gaily ſtriding 
On his never failing tun, 
Sneaking empty pots deriding, | 
Thus addreſs'd each toping ſon : 
Praiſe the joys that never vary, 
And adore the liquid ſhrine ; 
All things noble, gay, and airy, 
Are perform'd by generous wine. 
Antient heroes, crown'd with plory, 
Owe their noble riſe to me; 


Poets write the flaming ſtory, 
Fir'd by my divinity. 


My 
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If my influence is wanting. 
Muſic's charms but flowiy move; 
Beauty too, in vain is panting, 
Till | fill the ſwains with love. 
If you crave a aſting pleaſure, 
Mortals this way bend your eyes; 
From my ever flowing treaſure, 
Charming ſcenes of bliſs ariſe, 
Here's the loothing balmy bleſſing, 
Sole diſpeller of your pain; 
Gloomy ſouls from care releaſing, 
He who drinks not, lives in vain. 


8 O N G. 
THE FRIEND AND LOVER. 


| Sung by Miſs NEWMAN, at Vauxhall. 


1 told by the wiſe ones a maid I ſhall die; 
They ſay I'm too nice, but the charge 1 


deny ; | 
1 know but too well how time flies a ong, 
| That wel live but few years, and yet fewer are 
/ young, | 
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But I hate to be cheated, and never wil! buy 

Whole ages of ſorrow for moments of joy. 

I never will wed till a youth I can find, 

Where the friend and the lover are equally 
join'd. 


No pedant, tho? learn'd, or fooliſhly gay, 

Or laughing becauſe he has nothing to ſay, 

To every fair one obliging and free, 

But never be fond of any other but me; 

In whoſe tender boſom my ſoul may confide,! 

W hoſe kindneſs may ſoothe me, whoſe counſels 
can guide: 

one” youth I would marry, if ſuch I cou'd 

nd, 

Where the friend and the lover are equally 
Join'd. 

From ſuch a dear lover as here I deſcribe, 

No danger ſhould fright me, nor millions 
ſhould bribe ; | 

But till this aſtoniſhing creature I know, 

1 am fingle and happy, and ftill will be fo. 

You . laugh, and ſuppoſe I am nicer than 
wile, 

But l'il ſhun the vain fop, the dull coxcomb 
deſpiſe, 

Nor e'er will | wed till a youth I can find, 

Where the friend and the lover are equally 


Joju'd, 
SONG. 


WS 


— 


— 
3 
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S O N 6. 
THE LINNET, 
WRITTEN BY MR, HAWKINS, 


A S paſting by a ſhady grove, 

I heard a linnet ſing, 

Whoſe ſwertly piaintive voice of love 
Proclaim'd the cheerful ſpring, 


His pretty accents ſeem'd to flow 
As it he knew no pain; 

His downy throat he tun'd fo ſweet, 
It echo'd v'er the plain. 


Ah! happy warbler (I reply'd) 
Contented thus to be; 

*Tis oniy harmony and love 
Cau be compar'd to thee. 


Thus peich'd upon the ſpray you ſtand, 
The monarch of the ſhade ; 
And even fip amb:»ſial ſweets, 
I hat flow trom from every glade. 


Did man poſſeis but half thy hliſe, 
How jo: tul might he be! 

But man was n ver form'd for this, 
*11s only joy for thee, 
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Then farewell, pretty bird (1 ſaid) 
Puriue thy plaintive tale, 

And let thy tuneful accents ſpread 
All o'er the fragrant vale. 


$ ON S. 


＋ maſonry unites mankind, 


Co gen'rous actions forms the ſoul ; 
So ſtrict in union we're conjoin'd, 


One ſpirit animates the whole. 


CHORUS, 
Then let mankind o'r deeds approve, 
Since, union, harmony, and love 
Shall weft us to the reaims above. 


Where-e'er aſpiring domes ariſe, 
nete- ever ſacred altars ſtand ; 
Tnote 4itars bluze up to the ſkies, 


Trole dome's proclaim the maſon's hand, 


Then let, &c. 
The ſtone unſhap'd as lumber lies, 


Till maſon's ar- its form refines; 
So paiions do ow fuu's diſguiſe, 


T ili 1ucial virtue calms our minds. 
Then let, &c. 


Let 


| 
| 
l 


— 
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Let wretches at-our manhood rail ; 
But thoſe who once our judgment 
Will own that we who build fo well, 
With equal energy can love. 
Then let, &c, 


Tho? ſtill our chief concern and care 
Be to deſerve a brother's name ; 
For ever mindſul of the fair, 
Their choiceſt favours ſtill we claim. 
Then let, &c. 


From us pate Diſcord long is fled, 
With all her tr:'n of mortal ſpire, 
Nor in our lodge dares ſhew her head, 
Sunk in the gloom of endleſs night. 
Then let, &c. 


My bretheren charge your glaſſes high 

To our grand maſter's noble name ; 

Our ſhouts ſhall] beat the vaulted ſky, 
And ev'ry tongue his praiſe proclaim, 
Then let, &c. 


—— —_— EARS 


S O N G. 
Sung by Mr. Bowpen, in Robin Hood. 


WHEN gen'rous wine expands the ſoul, 
How pleaſure hovers round the bowl 3 

Avaunt ye cares of Fancy's crew, 

And give the guilty 22 his due; 
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But let the juice of ſparkling wine 
M. vr ff r ſenſe of love refine : 

As Jove his nectat drinks above, 
I'll quaff whoie goblets full of love. 


Then why ſhould I at life repine ; 

Bring me Venus, bring me wine, 

Fill the over-fl -wing bewl, 

Ine - Lav. ard pleaſures roll, 

Ever open, ever free, 

Hail, thou friend to Jolity ! 

My brows with Bacehus' chaplets crown'd 
I'll live t io , - my cares are drown'd. 


— — — 


. 
Miſs HAR WOOD, Muſic Hall. 


HO' Winter, its deſolate train. 
Of froſt and of tempeſt may bring, 
Vet Flora ſteps ſorward again, 

And Nature rejoices in Spring. 
Tho' the Sun in his glories decreas'd, 
Of his beams in the evening is ſhorn, 

Yet he riſes with joy from the Eaſt, 
And repairs them again in the morn. 


But 


| 
| 


| 
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But what can youth's ſunſhine recall, 
Or the blofſou's of beauty reſtore, 

When its leaves are beginning to fall, 
It dies, and is heard of no more. 


The ſpring-time of Love then emp'oy, 


* [is a leflon that's ealy to learn, 
For Cupid's a Vagrant, a Boy, 
And his ſeaſons will never return. 


ON. 
Sun: by Mr. TxcLEDpon, at Vauxhall. 


OUNG Phi'lis was the brighteſt laſs, 
Ah ! who ſo ſprightly fair as ſhe ! 
None tripp'd ſo light the verdant graſs; 
None carroll'd with ſo ſweet a glee. 


But mark the dire reverſe of fate, 


Fach rural nymph and ſhepherd gay, 
Young Coiin came, a youth 'complens, 
Like April ſmiling, freſh as May. 


| His cheek diffus'd the peach's bloom, 


His lip the ripen'd ftrawb'rries glow; 
And when his ruſtic voice he'd tune, 
Like wood-larks liquid notes would flow. 
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Now Phillis feels a lambient flame, 


Encreaſ- with every ardent gaze; 
She ſighs, ſhe breathes, young Colin's name, 
- And fans her paſſion to a blaze. | ; 
And now full heavy droops her head ; 


How chang'd how pale ;. ah, well-a-day, 
Now every youthful charm is fled, 


And like the ſpring, all paſs'd away. 


In tears ſhe left the ſportive plain, 
With grict ſhe left the willow grove, 
Where friendly death ſoon eas'd her pain, 
And dying, ſhe confeſs'd her love. 


G L E E, Stevens. : 


Five Voices. Huſic Hall. 
(The words from Shakeſpeare.) 


Sion no more Ladies, Ladies ſigh no more, 
Men were deceivers ever, 
One foot on ſea, and one on ſhore, 
To one thing conſtant never. 
Then ſi zh not ſo, 
Hhut let them go, 
And be you blythe and bonny, 
Converting all your founds of woe, 
To hey Nony Nony. 


Sing 


| 
| 


| 


—— — 


LIVERPOOL SONGSTER. 331 


Sing no more ditties, Ladies ſing no more, 
Of dumps ſo dull and — 
The frauds of men were ever ſo, 
Since ſummer firſt was leafy, 
Then ſigh not ſo, 
But let them go, 
And be you blithe and bonny, 
Converting all your ſounds of woe, 
To hey Nony Nony. 


. 
Sung in the DrszAN DED OFFICER. + 


JN fancy let nature delight, 
Her fields and her flow'rets may change, _ 
Soft breezes thro' groves wing their flight, 
And her brooks thro' her meadows may. 
range. 
The lark in ner ſun- beam may has, 
Tho? mute in her manſon of ſnow ; 
Yet love from its blofſom of ſpring, 
No change or cold wiater ſhall know. 
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Ye maidens more happy than I, 
Poſſcſs'd of the youth you hold dear; 
From love can you ſpare me a figh. 
With mine will you mingle a tear! 
Ah no! for that heart cannot feel, 
That never has loſt its repoſe ; 
To friendſhip then let me reveal 
The ſorrows that love only knows. 


QTILT, wer the deep ſhall Britain reign, 


Her Monarch ſtill the trident bear; 
The warring world is leagu'd in vain, 


To conquer thuſe who know no fear, 


CHORUS. 


For Britannia o'er the waves, 


Shall roll triumphant ſpite of ſlaves, 


O Britons rouſe, your ſtrength combine, 
Þ xert thoſe powers which nature gave; 


Rowe, rouſe, and baffle each deſign, 
Be firm, united, and be brave 


cho. Then Britannia, &c. 


} 
| 
( 
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Let every breaſt with vengeance glow, 
Let every arm prepare the blow ; 
No more let faction e'er enflame, 
But make your cauntry's good your aim. 
cnho. Then Britannia, &c. 


Britannia with her ſons thus join'd, a 
Ambitious Gauls, and haughty dpain; 
And crafty Holland too ſhall find. 
T heir ſchemes to ruin us are vain. 
| cho. Then Britannia, &c. 


Juft as a lion robb'd of pray, 
On Bourbon's conqueſts ſoon ſhe'l! fall, 
And ftrike the faithleſs with diſmay, 
1 he dread and envy of them all. 
cho. T hen Britanuia, &e. 


S ON G, Shields. 
Sung by Mr. MErEDITH, Muſic Hall. 


UAFF with me the purple wine, 
With me, in ſocial pleaſures join, 


_ Crown with me thy flowing hair, 


Love with me the blooming fair. 
And dance off heavy cace ; 
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Wine inſpires the patriot ſoul, 
Makes the rigid fair one ſigh, 
Freevom lies within the bowl, | 
Leve and Friendſhip's ſocial tie. 
T ben et us laugh, be gay and free, 
Hence with dull ſobriety. 


— 


—_ 


8-0 N - ©. 
PINKY. HOUSE. 
BY Pinky- Houſe oft Jet me walk, 


While circled in my arms, 
I hear my Nelly ſweei)y talk, 
And gzze o'er all her charms ; 
O det me, ever fond, b-hou'd : 
TT hoſe gracey void of ait! 
Thoſe cheerful ſmiles that ſweetly hold 
In willing cheins my heart. 


O come, my love! and bring a- new 
That gentle turn af mind; 1 
That p rac fulr fs f air, in you, 
By Nature's hand defion'd : 
That ! eauty ike the bluſhing roſe, 
Firſt 'ic.h end up this flame; 
Wich, 'ike the firn, forever glows 
Within my breaſt the ſame! 


— —— — 
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Ve light coquets! ye airy things + 


How vain is all your art! 
How ſeldom ir a lover brings 
How rarely keeps a heart! 

O!] gather from my Nelly's charms, 
That ſweet, that gracetul eaſe ; 
That bluſhing modeſty that warms ; 

T hat native art to pleaſe |! 


Come then, my love ! O come along, 
And feed nie with thy charms; 
Come, fair inſpirer of my ſong, 
O fill my longing arms 
A flame like mii e can never die, 
Whi'e charms, fo bright as thine, 
So hezv*'nly fair, ſo bright the eye, 
And fill tte ſoul divine! 


S ON G. 


BY RICHARD CUMBERLAND, ESQ. 


TNS up up the wind, three leagues and mc 


We *ſpy'd a lofty fail ; 
Set your topgallant ſails, my boys, 
And cleſely hug the gale, 
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Kine knots the nimble Milford ran; 
I hus, thus the maſter cry'd : 
* Hull up !* She rais'v the chaiſe in view, 
And ſoon was ſide by ſide. 


© Dowſe your Dutch enſign ! up St. George 
© lo q artets now, all hands!“ 
With ligtucd match, beſide his gun, 
Each Britiſh warrior flands. 
* Give fic !* our gallaiit Captain cries ; 
1 is Gunc—the cannons Toar ; 
£ Starid clear, Monfieurs ! digeſt theſe pills, 
And then we'il tend you more. 


© Your French jack ſhivers in the wind ; 

Its hilt. s all lo-k pale: 

Down it muſt come—it muſt come down; 
For Britons will prevail.“ | 

Rak'd fore and att, ber ſha:ter'd hull 
Lets in tac briny f. od: 

He: wecks are carnay'd with the ſlain ; 
tier {cuppers ſtream with blood, 


Our chain ſhot whiſtles in the wind; 
Our grape deſends like hail : 

Huzze, my ſouls ! three cheering ſhouts ! 
French hearts begin to fail. 

And ice, 'tis done — She ftrikes ; ſhe yields; 
Down, taughtv flag of France! 

Now board her, boys! and on her ſtaff, 

The Englifa croſs advance. 


There 


— ——— — 
— * _ 


« 


w- 


4 


LIVERPOOL SONGSTER. 337 


There let it ever fly, my hearts, 
To awe theſe Galiic ſlaves ; 
So freely tols the can about; 
For Britons rule the waves, 
T kere let it ever fly, &. 


. 
FARK hark ye, how echoes the horn it 


ine vale, 
Vhoſe notes do ſo ſportingly dance on the gale 
To charm us to barter for ignoble reſt, 
The joys which true pleaſure can raiſe in the 
breait : 


The morning is fair, and in labour with day, 
Ard the cry of the huniſmen is, hark, har 


away: 

Then wheiciore defer we, one moment, ou 
joys, 

Hafte, haſte, let's away, — ſo to horſe iy brav 
boys. 


What pleaſure can equal the joys of the chac 

Where meancr delights to more noble g 
place 

While onward we preſs, and each ſorrow defy 

From valley to valley re- chocs the cry; 


O 
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Our joys are all ſterling. no ſorrow we fear, 

We boun. o'er the lawn, and look back on 
o:d Care 3 

Forgetful of abour we leap o'er the mounds, 

Led on by the horn, and the cry uf the hounds 


* 


S O N G. 
ON MASONARY. 
( Tuxe—Shakeſpear's Mullerry- tree.) 


YE ſons of fair Science, impatient to learn 
What's meant by a Maſon, you here may 
Gitcern : 

Fe ſtiengthens the weak, gives light to the 
biind, | 

The naked he cloaths—he's a friend to man- 

kind. 


CHORUS, 


All ſhall yield to Maſonry : 

Bend to thee, bleſt Maſonary 
Matchleſs is he, who founded thee ! 
And thou, like him, immortal ſhail be. 


He 


—J — — 


He walks on the level oſ honour and truth, 


Feels a pleaſure inferior to bim who bebe 
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And ſpurns the trite paſſions of Folly an 
Youth ; | | 

The compaſs and ſquare all his frailties reprov 

And his ultimate object is Brotherly Love. 

All ſhall yield, & 


The Temple of Knowledge he nobly dot 

raiſe, | 
Supported by Wiſdom, and Learning its baſe 
When rear'd and adorn'd, Strength and Beau 
unite, 


And he views the fair ſtructure with conſcio 
All ſhall yield, & 


With fortitude bleſs'd, he's a ſtranger to fea 
And, govern'd by Frudence, he cautioul 
ſteers, Ys, . 
Till Temperance ſhews bim the port of Co 
tent, 
And Juſtice, unaſk'd, gives a Sign of conſei 
All ſhall yield, &l 


Inſpir'd by his feelings, he'll bounty impart 

For Charity ranges at large in his heart : 

And an indigent Brother, reliev'd from | 
woes, 


All ſhall yield, & 
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Thus 2 Maſon I've drawn, and expos'd to 


vour view, 


nd truth muſt acknowledge the portrait is 


true. 


| hen members become: Let's be brothers 
| and friends, 


here's a Secret remaining will make you a- 


mends. 
All ſhall yield, &c, 


HE MUCH-ADMIR'D SONG FROM 
TEPTHA. 


HANDEL. 


RECITATIVE. 


E ſacred prieſts, whoſe hands were never 
ſtain'd 
Fith human blond, Why are ye thus afraid 
o execute my father's will? Tae call of 
h-av'n, | 


ith humble reſignation, I obey !— 


AIR, 


—— 


— cn <> 


| Dear to the lover's flutt'ring breaſt 
But not ſo dear, the thouſandth part, 
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AIR, 

Farewell ! ye limpid ſprings and floods, 
Ye fl w'ry meads, and mazy woods: 
Farewell ! thou buſy world, where reign 
Short hours of joy and years of pain ! 
Brighter ſcenes I ſeek above, 

In the realms of peace and love. 


8 O N CG. 


Sung by Mrs. Kexnepy, at Vauxhall. 


WIEN firſt the eaſt begins to dawn, 
And Nature's beauties riſe, 
The lark aſſumes her mattins ſweet, 
And ſeeks the yielding ſkies. 

The roſy light that glads the muſe, 
Dear to her breaſt muſt be ; | 
But not ſo dear, young Cupid knows, 

As Damon is to me. 


In vonder tree two turtles bill, 
Whoſe ſweet alternate notes 

In pretty ſongs of love prolong 
The muſic of their throats : 


The fair one's notes muſt be ; 


As Damon is to me, 
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mourning bird, in plaintive mood, 
Robb'd of her callow young, 

n yonder grove obſerv'd her neſt, 
And ill her woes ſhe ſung : 

o fgather'd warbler of the wood 
More ſorrowful could be ; 

But I far greater woes mult ſhare, 
Were Damon torn from me. 


ROND O, Gierdani. 
Sung by Mr. HARwoop, Muſic Hall. 


ITHER turn thy wand'ring eyes, 
Here the vale of plealure lies, 
rilling flutes, the warbling grove, 
ake the melting ſoul to love ; 
ome and taſte the golden hours, 
ooling fountains, moſſy bow'rs, 
arring ftrife, nor racking noiſe, 


hall diſturb thy peiceful joys. 


Ev'ry 


Hither turn, &c. 


_— 
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Ev*ry charm and ev'ry grace, 
_ Giowing fancy e'er can paint, 
Earneſt ſue thy fond embrace, 

W hat to bleſs without reſtraint, 
Chear thy mind with riſing joy, 

Eloocming p.eafure now invite, 
Pleature hete can never cloy, 

Endleſs jource of pure delight. 

Hither turn, &c, 


S O N G. 
THE JOFTAL HUNTSMEN. 


H ARK away ! *tis the merry-ton'd horn 

Calls the hunters all up with the mourn ; 
To the hills and the woodlands we fteer, © 
Jo unharbour the-Gutiying deer. | 


CHORUS OF HUNTCMEN. 


; And all the day long 
This, this is our ſong 
, Still hollowing 
| And fallowing, 
So frolic and iree ; 
Our joys know no bounds, 
While we're after the hounds ; 
No morta!s on earth arc ſo happy as we. 


Round 
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Round the woods when we beat, how we glow, 

Whi'e the hil's they all echo, hillo ! 

Wich a bounce from his cover he flies, 

Then our ſhouts hall re ſound to the ſkies. 
And all the day long, &c. 


When we ſweep o'er the valleys, or climb 
Up the health breathing mountain ſublime, 
What a joy from our labour we feel! 
V hich alone they who taſte can reveal. 

And all the day long, &c. 


At night, when our labour is done, 
Then we will go hollooing home, 
With a hol'oo, holloo, and buzz a, 
Reſolving to meet the next nay. 
Aud ail the day lang, &c. 


— — 


ON 6. 
THE MUSIC BY MR. ARYE. 
WOULD you taſte the noon-tide air, 


To yon fragrant bow'r repair, 
Where, woven with the poplar bou zh, 
he maatling vine will ſhelter you. 


Down each fide a fountain flows, 
- Tinkling, murm'ring as it goes 
Lightly o'cr the meſſy ground; 
Sultry Pkcebus ſcorching round. 


Phyſicians with latin, & great men with nothing: 
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Round the lanzuid herds and ſhrep, 
dtretch'd o'er ſunny hillocks flcep ; 
While on the hyaginth and roſe 
The fair does all alone repoſe. 


Andante. 


All alone, vet in her arms 

Your breaſt may beat to love's alarms, 
Fill bleſt and bleſſing, you ſhall own 
The joys of love are joys alone. 


— —— — 


THE LAST SONG. 
BY A FRIEND. 


I AVYERS pay you with words, and fin 
ladies with vapours,— ö | 
Your parſons with preaching, and dancers 
with capers ; 
Soldiers pay you with courage, and fume with | 
their lives ; i | 
Some men with their fortunes, —and ſome 
with their wives! 
Some with fame, ſome with conſcience, and 
many throw both in : 


J, not to be ſingular, in ſuch a throng, 
Your kindneſs I'i] pay with the end ot a ſong 


Buti 
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But ; leading, engroſſing, declaring, & vap'cing, 
And fighting, and hect'ring, and dancing and 


cap*ring ; 


preſcribin;, 

And coaxing, and wiee2ling, and feeing and 
bribing z 

And ev'ry profeſſional art of hum-drumming : 

Are clearly af ſome ſort of ſpecies of humming: 

Humming ! nay take me with you, the term's 
very ſtrong, | 

But I only meant—humming the end of a ſung. 


For all who thus kindly may pay me attention, 
I would [| had language of ſome new invention 
My thanks to return; for where's the expreſſion 
Can deſciibe of your kindneſs the grateful 
imprefſion ? | 
May ev'ry defire of your heart be propitious, 
Be i:fting ſucceſs the reſult of your wiſhes ; 
Unimpair'd be your joys, your lives happy 
and long, — Ah 


And now—1 am came to the end of my ſong. 


8 


And preaching, and ſwearing, and bullying, 


— — 


— — 


1 


Aust. my roſy nymph of May 
Ail..' me, ye lads, who have bearts void of guile, 
At the ſound of the horn, 

Adieu, ye groves, adieu, ye plains. 
All on the plealant banks of L weed 
A dying ibi uſh young E1way found 
Adieu to the village delights 

At noon tide as Colin and Silvia lay 
A dawn of hope my foul revives 
Anerd all ye nymf he and ye ſwaim 
A roſe tree in fuli bearing 

A tea bedews my Delia's eye 

Away ve fears of Jockey's love 
Aſhit, O thou Gud of the Vine, 

As | law fair Clora walk alone, 


Ah! what can detain my dear ſhepherd ſo long 
Adieu! ye jovial youtts, who joia 

A bo«k, a friend, a ſong, a glas, 

Away to the held, ſee the morning looks grey. 
As pafling by a ſhad; grove, 


Bumpers hull dull cares to rf, 

Believe my ſitzhs, wy tears, my dear, 

Blow, Bureas, blow, and let the ſurly winds 
Beneath a chuich yard yew 

Blow, blow, thou winter's wind ! 

Rebela, in a lodge, we dear brethren ate met, 
Bacchus, joily god of glaffes, 

Bacchus one day gaily {hidiug, 

By Viuky-Huulc oft ict me walk, 


Come let us begin, for the clock has ſtruck ten 
Craſe, twnd Damon, ceaſe to lauguiſh, 
Charming Chlorindla every note 


ome, thou roly dimpled boy, 


. 


ome, buſtle, buſſle. driuk about, 50 
harming Viliiage Maid 17L 
ome ling round iy laveurve tree, ; 172 
pme, live with me, and be my love, 159 
ale a chile te winds w bluw, 222 
wine lift io me, ye ga: and hice, 22 

ome, learn cf me, my tural friends, 242 
me. cone. ye p.rty jau liug ſwains 1 
me hope, thou queeu ot endleſs (miles, 276 
ale, Louila, ceale your muurningh 372 


dear Ned let us taſte the true pleaſures 85 
Irftiil's amidſt the gloom «ot night, 135 
dear is my little native vale 142 
Do you hear, brother ſp-.ntmen, the ſound 185 


pan ing belide a clear ſtream 190 
Diltreſs me with thoſe tears no more, 301 
ull well I remember the time 34 
rom glating ſhow aud gidd noiſe 89 
arth from my dark and diimal cel, 127 
arewell to the meads and the hel:is 141 
rid iy in the morn of April the twelſch 148 
cate to the winds ; thus I blow thee awav, 162 
rom pluughing the ocean, aud thraſhing Mouſieurs, 174 
m flow'r to flow'r, his joy to change, 236 
vr tendernels faſhiun'd, in lit.'s early day, 255 


dd of unbounded power I 
zav Bacchus one evening inviting his friends 62 
z0, tuueſul bird that glad'lt the ſkies — 

od prolj.er long from being broke 291 


tic god, whole lacred power, | 313 


aſte, my Nannette, my lovely maid, 15 
low heavy the time rolls along, - 20 


— — +> 


| I ND E X. 


| How happy a ſtate does the miller poſlefs, 
Hark! hark! the joy inſpiring hom. 


How plea» d within my native bow'rs 
Hark! what dreadful tumults ſhake the angry main, 
{ Haik ! the trumpet founds afar 
| Huw happy a ltate dues the virgin poſlcls 
Had | a heart for falſhoud framd, 
How bright are the joys ot the table 
Hurk how the trumpet ſounds to Latte, 
Haik, haik, from the woodlands the loud ſwelling 
How lucet in the woodlands with fleet huund and 
Hark forward, away my brave boys, 
How imperk& is expreſbhon, | 
How louy ſhall hapieſs Colin mourn 
Hark ! bark to the found of the ſweet winding horn, 
| Happy, harmleſs, roral pair, 
Hai is the tate of him who loves, 
Hail Burgundy ! thou juice divine! 
Fink ! hark how the foreſt rebounds with the chace, 
Hark, Daphne, tem the hawihurn buſh, 
Houw gentle was my Damons air! 
| | Hurk ! the hum lautes the ear, 


I ſigh aud lament me in vain 
ITT wy plealant rative plains, 
I {vg the Britith feaman's proſe, 
I 416d but ivok aud love awhile, 
In lummer, when the leaves were green, 
If ol! tin world and love were young, 
It wwe and mute liave he power 
Ii truth can fix thy wav'ring heart, 
«ca R.tlin was the bieſt ſeaman 
| I'm io d by the wile ores a maid I ſhall die; 
Uo In tancy jet natuſe deliglit, 


—- — — „** 


Icr virtue ſoo he the boary ſage, 
Lide fairy, tuccour lend, 


v . 


Lei ſporiſmen deli, lu in the juys of the held 
Loud told the fern bellman of night 
Let thoſe who would wiſh to hear reaſon 


Let care be a ranger to each jovial ſoul, 
Let others praiſe the lofty nar 2 
Looſe every fail to the breeze, 


iy farther's houſe is clean and nice, 
bunny fſail«r's won my mind, 

ty Nancy qui's the rural train 

y Snkey, while 1 fondly gaze, 

iy Phihida, adieu. love ! 

y days have becn ſo wd rous free 

mh, admit me of thy crew, 

uſt peace and pleaſure's melting flrain, 
Miaſt Glent lhacſes and purling reams, 

ly temples with cluſters of grapes I'll entwiue, 
y mule (hall ſing, but let the lay C 


dow we ate free from collece rules, 
to pant on N h-tiy* breaft 

Now Yhobus gild+ the wiient ſkies, 

we ſafe mond, with bow! before us, 
aw all the groves, in verdure gay, 
tear a (mouth river's lonely fide 
more the ſeſtive train I'll juin, 
dh ! Nancy, will thou fly with me, 
dn! come, thou roſy god of wine, 

D lovely maig, beſtow + ne ſmile 

dd England great in arts and arms 

zee more, My lovely maid, adieu. 
Mira, dear Mira, ſo witty and fair, 
that lone bank where Lubin died, 
thou ! whoſe love inſpiring azr 


Look out, brother fportſmen, the morning is clear, 


wycis pay you with words, ard fine ladies with 


% 


F y 
Oer moolards, and mountains, rude, barren & bare, 2537 


Oue evening Cod Humour took Wit at his guelt, 260 
Ou the grecu ſedgy bank of the ſwee: winding Tay, 263 
Ouce more, good friends, Lingo appears, 276 
On lda one day, at Oiy-upical fcalt, 303 
Phyſicians may talk of our ills, 23 
Thabus meancr things diſdaining, 109 
Pounds, ſhillings, pence, and farthings, 183 
Pretty tube of mighty power, 232 
Perhaps id is not love, ſaid I, 243 
Qaaft with me the purple wine, 333 
Return, return, gav danghiers of the Kk 104 
Rou'c, Buam, wallike thrung, 124 


dee the comſe throng'd with gazers, the youu ate begun, 8 
Shepheid, wuuldk thou heie obalin 
Sons of B-cchus lets be gay 
Songs of ſhepherds, in tuſtical roundelays, 
Si cut | tread this lonely wood, 
Soft Zepliy:, on thy alt, y wing 
Soft pow'r uf Harmony and Song 
See, charmer, fee you wyitle grove, 
S: ray not tt thute diitaut icenes, 
Sweet tyiant Love, but hear me now ; 
Che caiue ſien the Hills of the Well 
Since diſcord Aill tages, we'll pt ,ugh the falt main 
See! the jolly god appears ! 
ce, bencatu you Lwwer uf roſes, 
Soft! Y ſweet ihe minutes glide, 
82. leve'y maid, wich duvn caſt eye, b 
Soe. t Ocean. . m' in ſtory, 
Since Colin apprar'd on iele plains, 
Sich no mote Ladies, Ladics lig“ no more, 


i I N DE X. 
Still ofer the deep ſhall Britain reign, 333 


The Ing boat's out, adieu, my love, | 3 
The hounds are out, and the morning does peep, 22 
The women all tell me I'm falſe to wy lals, 26 
The dreadful ftorin was v'er ; 29 | 
The moon had clim'd the higeſt hill. 40 
Thou child of ſummer, bluſhing ruſe, 43 
The ſhades of night were chasd away, 44 
Too plain, dear youth, theſe tell-tale eyes by 
The winter of dulnels is o'er 70 
Tho' love!y Delia thou art coy 77 
The wary god, great Neptune, lay 83 
The ſun ſets in vight, aud the flars ſhun the day, 86 


Tho' late I was plump, round, and juily, 87 

"Twas near a thickets calm retreat 88 | 

The night her ſileut ſable wore 9T 

The pride of every grove | choſe 93 

The man that's coutented is void ol all care, 150 

Tho grandeur reigns with ſpleudid power, 107 

The virgin, when ſoften'd by May, 107 

The heavy hours are almolt paſt, 108 

The buſy bees, from bo wt to bow'r, 114 

The ſailor he fears not the roar ut the ſeas, I} | 

The ſmiling morn, the blyoming ſpring, 143 f 

Thau haſt gone awa' Iv 

The lilver moon's enamour'd beam, 167 

The merry dance I deatly love 73 

Though the fate of battle on to-morrow wait, 178 | 

The buſy crew their ſails u .beniing, 154 
Bacchus may boaſt of his care killing bowl, 180 


te ſails unfurl'd, the ſhip unnwor d, 19 | 
Ive months are paſt, ſince vu this land, ö 100 ; 
To beauty born a willing flave, 2:4 4 
The Britiſh ſailor ploughs the (eas. 247 
The miſt from the mountains proclaim'd it was morn, 208 
The hardy ſailor braves the ocean, 210 
To Auacieon in heaven, here he (at in fuil glee, 211 


What ſhepherd or r:ymph of the grove, 


TH DE A 


'Twas roſy morn, when chaſte Diana bright, 
'Twas when the ſeas were roajing, 

Talk nut to we of pedant rules, 

To this happy meeting loug liſe and proſperity, 
To him who in an hour muit die, 

"Twas near a oaiſy-{prinkl'd mead, 

That girl who fain would chubſe a mate, 
"Twas in that gay time of the year, 

The jocund ſpring again is ſeen, 

The happy moments now are near, 

To be merry ard wile is a proverb of old, 
Though powers uncqual I employ, 

Tlie [prightly horn awakes the morn, 

Tis maſuno!ry unites mankind, 

Tho“ Wimer, *its deſolate train, 


Under ſweet friend{hip's name 


When the fancy ſlirring bowl, 

When aread Beiloua ſounds to arms, 
What goddels in the fatal hour, 
When rural lads and laſſes gay, 
While others ſtrip the new fall'n ſnow, 
When firſt upon your tender cheek, 
Wiilſt ſome in epic {trains delight, 


While beams the brig ht worn, 
When Werter fair Charloue bcheld, 
When firſt the fatal news arriv'd, | | 
Wheu freedom was baniſh'd from Greece and from 
While flow'rs adorn the verdant plains, 

When I drain the roſy bowl, 

When Britain on her ſea-girt ſhore 

When kind friends expect a ſong, 

What cheer, brother tars, our toils are all o'er, 
Whilſt happy in my native lend 

Whilſt others barter caſe for ſtate, 

With Pi&bus I often aroſe, 


wy 


; IN D EX. 
| my money was gone that I gain'd in the wars, 
Wenter firſt fair Charlotte ſa w, 
hat chearſul, ſounds ſalute our ears, © 
in firſt I law the village maiden, 
hen iu night, and the mid-watch is come, 
ih the ſun I 1ie at morn, 
When beaxuty's guddels from the ocean ſprung, 
hen Awora is up, the feet goddeſs of day, 
hen Delta on the plain appears, 
Mat wakes this new pam in ray breaſt ? 
nence riles this perfume, that fills the air, 
Where the jeſſamine ſweetens the bow'r, 
nh my friend aud my glaſs, . 
Then eri the Graces ſprung from Keay'n, 
When hiſl this humble rouf [ knew, 
hen juiu'd in the chacey ſty Reynard in view, 
hat Cato adviſes, mof{ certainly wiſe is, : 
hen Phœbus the tops uf the hills docs adorn, 
Vith tuncful pipe and merry glee, 
Nhen rous'd by the trumpei loud clangor to arms, 
nen pen'rous wine expands the foul, 
When &:ft the eaſt began to dawn, 
WV ould you latte the noon-ide air, 


Fe, Henry, yes, with thee Fil go, 
Ye village lads aud laſſes, vow, 
Fe clit ! 1 to your airy Reep, 
8 humdrums who figh all pour lifetime away, 
e powers v. ho taught my artlels ſighs, 
gune Lubin was 2 ſhepherd boy, 
. jotly uue blucs of the mait, 
Foung Arabella mamma's care, 
e ſait pufick'd uf every charm, 
Fe {luggards who murder your life-time in fleep, 
aſk for a forg, and indeed, I'm quite ſony, a 
e Muonſieuts ct France, and yeDuns of proud Spain, 
Dung Phillis was the brighteil labs, | 
e ſons of fair Science, impaticnt io learn, 
& faced prieſis, whoſe hands where vever fain'd, 
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